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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE. 



The interest which Sweden and its literature 
have lately excited in this country, and the 
cordial reception given to the works of Fre- 
derika Bremer, make it unnecessary to offer 
any apology for introducing another Swedish 
authoress to the English public. 
. The scene of the following tale, though un- 
attractive and consequently little known, is 
perhaps one of the most remarkable in Sweden. 
It forms part of the coast called the Skargord 
(literally, reef-inclosure) — a chain, or belt, of 
low rocky islands, which encircles nearly the 
whole of the Scandinavian peninsula, Mr, 
Lamg gives the following striking sketch of 
its general aspect : — 

" In sailing through these uninhabitable 
rocks and islands, one is struck with the lone- 
liness and want of life ; the mjn'iads of knobs 
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and islets, some bare, some covered with 
stunted trees, appear like summits of a sub- 
merged world, just rising again above the 
waters ; the succession of rounded hununocks 
of gneiss, with no variety of outline, no crag, 
diff, or strand, but all roxmded lumps, without 
any feature by which you can remember the 
one from the other, is monotonous, yet very 
impressive, from its vast continuance, and the 
deep silence over all. Thiere are no boats sail- 
ing among these islands, no wild birds scream- 
ing over them : the very water seems dead 
from tte want of currents. You might fancy 
yourself sailing along some coast on which 
animal life has not yet come into existence. 
There are few tracts of Europe so unique in 
character as this Skargord scenery of the Baltic 
coast of Sweden."* 

This description applies with nearly equal 
truth to that portion of the coast of the 
Cattegat, in the vicinity of Gothenburg, which 
forms the scene of the present story. The 
rocks are somewhat bolder than on the Baltic 

♦ Laing'a " Tour in Sweden," p. 159. 
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side, and the neighbourhood of the ocean is 
indicated by numerous flocks of sea-fowl ; 
while the occasional passage of vessels breaks, 
in some degree, the general monotony. 

Those who have visited this bleak and bar- 
ren shore, and the huts of the poor fishermen, 
who are its only inhabitants, will immediately 
recognise the fidelity of the descriptions con- 
tamed in the following tale, and also admire 
the skill of the talented authoress, who has 
constructed, from such unpromising materials, 
a work of more than usual interest. 
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THE 



ROSIT OF TISTELON. 



CHAPTEE L 



On the western coast of Sweden, to' the north of 
Marsf rand, and about three mUes * from the Pater- 
noster rocks, well known as the scene of many a 
fatal shipwreck, lies a little group of barren islands ; 
one only is inhabited, which, in the following narra- 
tion, we shall call Tistelon,^ This desolate spot is 
nearly bare of vegetation, and the few shrubs and 
plants here and there visible look dry and withered ; 
all nature amongst those masses of stone presenting 
only one uniform aspect of dreary sterility. 

The western shore of the island consists entirely 
of a range of grey rocks, between the openings of 
which the ocean, in almost constant agitation, 
dashes its foaming waters ; the stones that cover the 
beach, rolled for centuries to and fro by the restless 
billows, are for the most part rounded ; even in the 

♦ About twenty miles English. f Thistle-isle. 

i VOL. I. B 
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2 THE BOSS OF TISTELON. 

rocks themselves circular holes have been formed, 
through which the waters for ever pour, and then, 
rushing back, unite their sullen monotonous sound 
with the dismal scream of the searbi«ds, when they 
uplift their death-cry oter the human bones which, 
mingled with pieces of wreck, lie scattered on the 
shore, or announce to the experienced ear of the 
solitary fishetman their anticipation of an approach- 
ing shipwreck. 

At the time our story commences there stood on 
the eastern shore of the island, partly shelteted from 
the violence of the westerly gales by some neigh- 
bouring rocks, a small half ruinous dwelling, the 
exterior of which first demands our attention. A 
gable appeared to have been recently added to the 
house, its white timber and fresh moss* presenting a 
striking contrast to the imsightly walls of the old 
part of the dwellings discoloured by fish-drying and 
the action of salt water. The windows were little 
better than holes, with two panes of glacis, one above 
the other, and between each such aperture raw seal- 
skins were stretched from the roof down to the stone 
foundation. The court-yard consisted of a large 
shelf of flat rock ; at one comer of it were several 

* In Sweden the houses, except in the lai^er towns, are in 
general built of parallel logs, of timber, squared with the axe, 
and caulked with moss. 
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poie8> £rom which strings of skate hung in regohur 
rows; and every point of rock near the house was 
also coyered with ling and split cod. About the 
middle of the flat space in a crevice of the rock a 
mast was inserted, on the top of which a tin weather- 
cock turned in the wind with an uneasy creaking 
sound.; a savage watch-dog was in general posted at 
the farthest comer of the yard, with his nose .turned 
towards the sea; and if we add to the picture an ill- 
eonditioned cat, feasting .on the remains of bait in a 
lobster pot, the reader wHl have a tolerably correct 
idea of the scene we have attempted to describe. 

A thick mist rested on the barren spot ; the waves 
beat upon the naked rocks with a dull, heavy sound ; 
and the sea-birds were hurrying,i with shrill cries, to 
their concealed resting-places. The day was drawing 
to a close; thesun's last rays had sunk into the 
ocean, and twilight had begun to spread, its shadows 
over Tistelon : but in the liouse we have described 
glimmered the pale light of an oil lamp. From the 
wide entrance, in which hung several wet nets and a 
number of fishing lines, a door led to the room in- 
habited by the male members of the family. It was 
Uu^e, empty, and blackened with stnoke, and bore 
^dent marks of the rude .habits of its inmates — an 
impression which was confbmed by the appearance 
of the chief perp^nage in the group that at present 
B 2 
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decupled it. A broad-shouldered man, rather undeif 
the middle size, and about fifty years of age, wa^ 
deated at one end of a heavy oak table upon a large 
block of wood, painted green, which, by^ the marks of 
iron rings still visible, had evidently been part of a 
mast. His face was bronzed and Weather-beaten^ 
and hi^ grey hair thickly matted, his whiskers coarse 
and bushy, much resembling the sea-weed, with 
which they were often ini contact, drew to a point 
beneath the projecting chin, from which depended a 
long shaggy beard. His dress was a coarse woollen 
jacket, with breeches of sea-green cotton velvet, of 
considerable width, and terminating at the knee, where 
they were met by rough seal-skin boots. Every 
movement of this son of the ocean displayed great 
physical strength ; and his sharp grey eyes, as they 
oonf emplated with satisfaction a rifle he was engaged 
in cleaning, had an expression which, if it did not 
absolutely betoken a strong mindy was, at least, that 
of a resolute and daring character. 

Opposite this man, who represented the head of 
the family, sat his eldest son, Birger, a giant, who 
might have been a fitting boon-companion for Rolf 
Krake.* His features had a fine manly expression; 
but the contemptuous curl of the lip, and something^ 

* A celebrated Vikiiig. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE BOSE OF TISTELOlf^ 5 

ifUd and misanthropical in the resdes? eye, gav9 
Teaaon to suspect that midnight darkness brooded 
oyer his souL Birger Haraldson, attired in sail-cloth 
trowsers^ and with .the sleeves of his blue striped 
fihirt turned up to the shoulders^ leaned carelessly on 
his firelock, while occupied in sharpening flints, try 
ing them at times against his naiL 

But as strong contrasts are to be found in every 
situation in life, they were not wanting here. Beside 
the elder man sat his youngest son, Birger's half 
brother, a fair delicate boy of twelve or thirteen, in 
whose pale countenance and dark eyes Ustiess melan- 
choly was the prevailing expression* The boy seemed 
at first sight, by what might be considered a strange 
error of nature, to have had his lot cast where It was 
{manifestly imp9ssible his feeble powers could ever 
develope themselves. At the present moment, the 
dexterity with which he twisted a fishing-line showed 
that he was accustomed to the work; while at the 
jBame time he listened with timid anxiety to the con- 
versation between Jus father and brother, who, on 
their part, paid no attention to his presence. 

** Well, and what more news did you hear ?" asked 
the elder Haraldson* 

** K what I heard comes to pass, you will not think 
fio much of your bargain there,'^ answered Birger^ 
with a significant smile, and casting a glance to th^ 
B 3 
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£Eurthest comer of the room^ where a number of pack^ 
ages^ large and email, were covered by some loose 
sails. 

<' Ah ! an old fox is not so easily trapped. But yoa 
took up the goods too soon. Hark t is that Pdssop's 
bark ? Look out, Anton, if you see anything on the 
water." 

The boy quickly obeyed; but returned with the 
assurance that the noise was only the wind whistling 
round the comers of the hoUs6. 

^* Grood 1 we shall have a gale to-ioight. I just 
wish there may be such a storm as will send the 
revenue boat into harbour a^ain, in case she v^ntuireft 
out. But you have not told me the rest yet,- Birger. 
What said the InstK) Packet ?" 

" Well, if you must know, Halver Ramundson said 
to 'me, * Birger, have you had any dealings yet' with 
the new lieutenaht ?' They say he'is a bold hand, has 
sharper ears than the d — ^I's grandmother; and that 
he has sworn never to sleep on shore till he has fished 
up the sharks frbm Tistelon. Aye, aye I if he once 
gets hold of them, they will be in luck if they get off 
with a whole skin.' " 

** The crab swells till it bursts with pure envy,^ 
said Haraldson. contemptuously. '^ Let him beware 
of the shar^ of Tistelon ; they could swallow him at 
a mbuthfiiL 111 wager it was that same poltroon 
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that put the Jieutenant on the scent. But wait awhile, 
ni7 boy. ! you don't knew what Hakan Haraldson is 
made of I — the great fishes always eat up the little 
ones; While you are laying your neta he plays with 
you ;. but he can jump out of them when he likes." 

'^ Once> twice^ three times^ perhaps," said Birger, 
laughing; ',*but the fourth he may be held fiusL" 

''No> no, 1 tell youl I have followed the trade 
these tw^ty , yeaacs : ^ I understand it And when I 
grow, old and i^eless^ apd fit for.notliing but to keqp 
watqh athome^ then>,Birger, you wijl stand to the 
gu^s." 

^* We shall see : that no one can telL" 

Birger's restless^ eyes .were now fixed on the door> 
which opened on a flight of stairs leadingto the new 
part of the house before mentioned: a slight noise 
was heard without ... 

". It is the little one," said Haraldson, as his harsh 
features lightened with a look of affection. 

" It is Erika," nnirmured Birger : and by a qtdck 
moYement^he turned to the other side of the room. 

A moment .after the door ope^oed, 'and a young 
wom^, rafher abp\re twenty, of a pleasing but grtive 
appearance^ entered the room, leading by the hand a 
girl about seyen years old. The child, who looked like 
some beaujtiful. vision from the abode of angels^ ran 
forward, jumped upon the old man's knee, and clasped 
B 4 
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her little white arms round his neck, raying, sweetlj^ 
^^ Good night, papa! Erika will have me go to bed 
^already ! — little naughty Erika!" 

** You are going out again to-night, I hear," said 
the young woman, in a reproachful tone, and turning 
to Haraldson as she spoke. 

'^ I have some business on hand," answered he, carer 
lessly, as he gazed with sparkling eyes on his darling 
child, the little Gabriella, who played with his long 
beard, and laid her soft delicate cheek to her father's 
hard brown face. He kissed her, and stroked her 
glossy curls with his rough hand, then placed her on 
the floor carefully, as if afraid of hurting her. >* I 
really wish, Mamselle Erika," resumed he, with 
gratified, pride, **that my wife were alive now; it 
would have done her heart good to see this child. I 
am bold to say it would not be easy to find her 
match; it would have made amends to Britta Lisa 
for many grievances." 

. "1 think the contrary," answered Erika, in a severe 
tone ; **it would have caused her double suffering — 
both grief for the present and fear for the future." 

** Yes, perhaps, after she had learned from you to 
be high and mighty both in mind and speech ; but, 
as the proverb says, * Power gives courage,' Mam- 
iselle Erika should remember that the gnat hum^ 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE BOSS OF TISTELdX. 9 

ttotiiid the candle till it bums itself. She did not 
tune her pipe so high three years ago I** 

^* Let Mamselle Erika alone^ father^'' said Birger, 
^Bternly. " What would become of the child without 
her?'' 

Haraldson^ who «aw in his son the counterpart of 
himself in his youth, did not care to rouse the hot 
blood ; he therefore wisely let his own cool, and said, 
in rather a conciliating tone, that he meant no 
ofifence. 

>'But you looked so cross at Erika, papa,^ said 
Gabriella. »" Why did you do that?" 

Erika was perfectly calm. She knew how she 
was situated in regard to those with whom she lived, 
sand that firmness and self-possession alone procured 
for her the respect due to a woman compelled, as she 
was by extraordinary circumstances, to remain in 
such society. ** Say good night, dear Gtibriella ; it 
as time to go to bed,** said she, gently, to her charge. 

Gabriella obediently kissed her father, then gra- 
dously nodded her little head to Birger, but flew intp 
Anton's arms with a bound. ^* Must you go on the 
sea^ too, in the dark, Anton?'' 

** Not if I can help it ; I would much rather stay 
at home," answered the boy, with a sigh. 

**Well, then, do stay at home J" said Gabriella, 
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10 THE BOSlBi OF TISTBLON. 

whojt a^ustomed to have, her own waj, thought it 
proper that Anton should have the same. 

<^ Ask my father : he knows if I can*" 

'^Let'him stay at home^ papa," exclaimed 'GrabrieIIa» 
running back to her father. ''You see I want him so 
mx^ch to-moripw lAomiog early to help me to gather 
cockles.'' , 

''No^, my. darling! he mu^t not stay at home. 
When he comesiback to-jnorrow; h^ yspiSX help you ; to- 
night he must go to sea and learn his trade. He 
mu^t not be al^ay? a n^ilksop^ sitting warm by the 
. 8tove> while his fath^i? and brother work hard. But 
go. you to bed, my sugar-plum ; you will, perhaps, 
have Anton bacsk before daybreak*". , 

It so xar^Jly happened that the idolized GabrieUa 
was; denied anything she. chose to ask, that a, few 
tears of sorrow and vea»,tion dropped upon her soft 
cheek ;: but ,she said npthing, for ''the powder, was 
good/ her £Either would haye said, could he have seen 
into the. soul of (his child> which already possessed no 
small, portion of resolution. .Erika was al^rays silent 
when she was offended; and Erika was Gabriella's 
model in all things, which she strove to copy as far 
as her childish powers. permitted. 

The room to which GabrieUa and her guardian 
retired, occupied the prindpal part of the new build- 
ing, and was in all respects entirely different from the 



Digitized 



by Google 



THB BOBB OF TISTELdlH 11 

gloomy iapttrtme&t Oil the grouad-fl<x>r. Besides being 
pnrvided witii tolerably large windowi^ it was ri(My> 
even elegaatiy fornishe^]^ although, eadi article ap^ 
peared to ha^sie come from a different quartcdr.' Ctir- 
tains of.the finest muslin^ tastefully arranged^ fell in 
wayy folds npon the Turkish carpet^ Which^ however, 
was not exactly in keeping with the cabin chains and 
stools, of iraiious shapes^ roi;^hly Blade of coarse 
mahogany^ and with horsehair cushions. The most 
beaiitiM Persian tapestry covered the waUs) in' some 
places interspersed with flags of vurioud nations and 
pieces of silk. At each joining were mirroni or pic- 
tures of different sizes : thelast^ whidi were numeroua, 
represented vessels of every construction. The whole 
might have been aptiiy compared to a gallery of por- 
traits of .deceased personages :■'■ and when the bold 
pirate visited his daughter's roorn^ perhaps there 
etaoted £rom the finelyi-modelled hulls and delicate 
cordage, recollections which^ like - avenging spirits, 
came to ^ve warning of future retribution. In fact, 
the whole furniture of the apartment teo much re- 
sembled the spoils of plundered vessels ; the more so^ 
that amongst the smaller artidea might be observed a 
case which: had once contained a compass, and was 
now Gcabriella's. exclusive property. Although of 
rough manufacture, this case was. filled with strings 
of <^Btly pearly, besides other trinkets of great valuer 
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and was th^refoi^ committed to the car^ of Erika^ 
Between the windows pf this room, in which wa^ 
pollected everything that a doting father could dcTisQ 
for ^e pleasure and amusement of his child, upon a 
large mahogany sideboard, stood a lamp of finelji* 
wrought silver ; the clear flame threw a softened light 
upon the heavy embroidered curtains surrounding the 
bed of rough oak, to which Gabriella "Wfis now con- 
signed* 

« WiU you not gp to bed too, Erika?" asked the 
little girl» << You sit up so often at night now." 

"I will finish jnaking your doll's frock, Ella,'' 
answered Bika, as jshe began to turn over som^ 
splendid scraps of silk^ 

** Oh, l^t me sit up in jny hed and look at you* 
dear Bika I You work for the doU every night,, and 
yet she is never dressed." 

*^ She will be quite ready this evening* But I can- 
not allow you to at up and look at my work ; it 
would spoil your pleasure when it is all finished* 
liie down quietly, and I will teU you something 
pretty." 

"But I have not said my prayers yet, Bika." 

*' True: they must not be forgotten," said Erikas 
and a faint hluah tinged her cheek at the thought 
that anything merely affecting herself should have 
;made her fail in her duty towards her charge. *^ Say 
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your evening prayer, dear Ella; and then pray to 
God for your father and your brothers." 

** But Birger is so disagreeable ; I don't think I 
will pray for him.'* 

*' You should pray for all your fellow-creatures, 
Ella, and for your own relations in particular. Birger 
is your brother." 

^' Yes ; but he is cross for all that. Do you pray 
for him, Rika?" 

*^ Yes, Ella ; more for him than for Anton. Anton' 
b mild and gentle, and harms no one. Birger, with 
his imruly temper, stands in need of many prayers." 

Gabriella repeated her usual prayer, in which even 
Birger was included, for ErikaV sake;^ and then 
sweetly fell asleep to the half-whispered narration of 
^*the Enchanted Swans of Tistelon," of which the 
sagias relate such wonderful and! delightful things. 
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CHAP. IL 

Ebika Malm, a being in all respects highly gifted 
by nature, was alone in the world; she had neither 
home, friends, property, nor protection. A lot so 
entirely destitute was, perhaps, needful, to enable her 
to fulfil the duties of the station in which she now 
found herself. About twenty years, previous to the 
^ime of which we speak a rich and childless widow 
went from the country to reside for a time in Stock- 
holm. She brought home with her from the capital 
a little girl of three years old, whom she had taken 
from the Foundling HospitaL No one knew any* 
thing of her parents, nor had any inquiry ever been 
made respecting her ; but her generous foster-mother 
supplied to her the want of all natural ties, and 
imder her watchfrd care Erika reached her fourteenth 
year. A firm foundation had been laid for the culti- 
vation both of her mind and heart, when she had the 
misfortune to lose her kind protectress. Mrs. Malm 
died suddenly while on a journey, without having 
concluded any arrangement for the friture wel&re of 
her charge, although she had fully intended to do so. 
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The unprotected pd, whode natural talents had been 
eultiyated in a maimer that might be termed imfor- 
tunate, since her fitting pooition in sodetyhad not 
been secured to her, was now suddenly called on to 
forsake the path which had been opened to her, and 
to apply herself with patient resignation to the 
tmtried task of watching over and amusing a femily 
of spoiled, self-willed diildren. Mrs. Mahn's heir, a 
distant relation, as a particular favour, had taken 
Erika along with the rest of the property: and it was 
in the house of Consul N; at Gothenburg that this 
young girl, thrown out of the circle of home-life 
and £Eimily afrection, first became aware how deep 
were the shadows of life. 

Mrs. Malm, herself a himable-tninded, reli^ous ' 
woman, had eaiiy implanted in Erika's soul that 
precious seed, which, when sprung up and ripened in 
a woman's heart, can alone guard her against the 
baneftd influence of self-deception. Accustomed to 
try all her feelings and inclinations, whether good or 
evil, as they arose in her heart, Erika continued to 
educate herself; she strove to overcome her faults, 
and avoided the display of any superiority which might 
awaken the envy of others. Without companions of 
her own age, and never having known smy more 
enlivening aspect of life tiian the q[uiet abode of her 
foster-mother, where strict order and discipline were 
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united with tender treatment/ Erika's disposition 
had acquired a grave and thoughtful tum^ which 
procured for her the nickname of ^'the little old 
woman : ^ but time wore on and removed the con- 
trast between her youth and her serious demeanour ; 
the child became the graceful maiden; and at the 
age of nineteen^ Erika, in her lowly dependant 
situation, was indebted to her modest composure for 
the respect which, in spite of poverty and neglect, 
was never refused to her. She had continued to 
reside in Consul N.'s family, because it never occurred 
to her that she had the right to withdraw from it 
merely on account of the mental and physical famine 
she there endured : from nursery-maid she had risen 
to the double post of housekeeper and governess; and 
the discharge of both duties was rendered burden- 
some by a variety of small but vexatious annoyances, 
not to be fully comprehended except by those who 
have cast a sjrmpathising glance on some unfortunate 
girl in the same situation. 

Early in the morning Erika must so arrange her 
household affairs for the day as to be ready to 
receive the children at eight oVlock ; and if at any 
time this was found to be impossible, angry ex- 
pressions were not wanting, which readily turned 
iilto vehement reproaches whenever the children 
chose to complain^ of her, the weak-minded mother 
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always receiving their representations as Gospel 
truth: besides this, Mrs. N., whose vanity was ex- 
treme, generally appropriated for her own dress a 
great part of the sum allowed by her husband for 
the household expenses ; and Enka had to bear the 
united indignation of master and mistress, children 
and servants, when anything was wanting which she 
had not to give. Two nights in the week she stood 
by the oven baking bread, for in the day-time 
nothing of the kind was permitted ; and if in the 
morning she laid her head for a moment on her 
pillow, Mrs. N. came in all haste to inquire if 
Mamselle intended to lie in bed one day in the 
week. 

Still all this was what might be borne. For the 
daily gjnidgings of avarice, and the coarse hints of 
the many benefits she enjoyed, Erika consoled her- 
self every evening by the consciousness that she 
hourly made ample compensation for such bene- 
factions ; she also sought comfort in the belief that 
there were some beings in the world bom to suffer, 
and that she herself, cut off as she was from domestic 
ties, and every species of kindness, was one of these. 

But a circumstance occurred, against which her 
pure religious feeling revolted — something which she 
did not consider herself obliged to endure, but, on the 
contrary, impelled by every motive to escape from. 

VOL. I. C 
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This was the persecution she was exposed to from 
the insulting admiration which the master of the 
family^ an immoral and imprincipled man> did not 
hesitate to profess for her, and which, notwith- 
standing the perfect propriety of her conduct, she at 
length saw no prospect of putting an end to other- 
wise than by quitting his house. Her mistress, 
whose jealousy began to be awakened^ treated her in 
a manner that extinguished the last spark of grar 
titude still lingering in her bosom ; and, without a 
friend to whom she could apply for advice or assis- 
tance, she one evening took the opportunity, when 
Consul N. and his lady were absent on a visit, to 
carry her resolution into effect In the morning it 
was discovered she had left the house inunediately 
after the family had gone out, without giving any 
intimation where she proposed to go ; and it was not 
till after many weeks had elapsed that, on her 
applying through an acquaintance in the town for a 
church certificate, which is required on a change of 
residence, it became known that she had found a 
refuge amongst the rocks of the Skargord.* 

Erika's mind was strong, and her body also ; she 
was therefore able to accomplish what she saw to be 
her duty, both as regarded herself and Mrs. N. 

* A rocky coast, pronounced ahairgord. 
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Bat where was an asylam immediately to be found 
for one who had snddenlj, and apparentlj in so sus- 
picious a manner, left the house in which she had 
lived for years? A feeling of timid apprehension 
withheld her from seeing protection from any of 
her acquaintances in the town : it occurred to her 
rather to try to find some situation amongst the 
inhabitants of the Skargord ; and, without long con- 
sideration, she put on her bonnet and shawl, and 
walked down to the harbour to see if any boats were 
there ready to sail She had scarcely arrived, when 
her attention was attracted by the appearance of a 
woman, whose dress, although both neat and fine in 
quality, was of the peculiar form worn by the 
females of the Skargord district. She was walking 
about as if waiting for some one, and soon after was 
joined by a man .carrying a number of packages. 
As soon as they had met, the woman went on before 
and stepped into one of the largest boats, in which 
she proceeded to stow away the articles she had 
purchased. Besolved to take advantage of this 
favourable opportunity, Erika sprang lightiy on the 
landing-place, and in a moment stood upon the well- 
scoured deck beside the stranger. The acquaintance 
was soon made ; and Dame Haraldson, from Tistelon, 
assured Erika that, as the boat belonged to her 
c 2 
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husband, she could easily comply with her request 
to be permitted to accompany them. Thankful to 
have so far succeeded, Erika hastened home, took 
with her what clothing she was most in need of, and 
with a lightened heart returned to the boat, which, 
before the evening bell, was ready to set saiL 

It was a soft, calm summer's night, and the 
homeless, friendless girl sat beside the kind-hearted 
Dame H., and told her the short history of her mis- 
fortunes. With ready sympathy the good woman 
tried to comfort her dejected spirit ; and it was there- 
fore in a more composed and cheerful frame of mind 
that, after a short slumber towards daybreak, she 
was roused by the information that the boat was 
moored by the little wooden pier at Tistelon. 

Both the elder and younger Haraldsons made an 
unfavourable impression on Erika ; but so much the 
more was she drawn towards the mistress of the 
family. Mother Haraldson, as she was usually 
called, might have assumed the title of " J^Vm," after 
the example of many of the wives of the principal 
inhabitants, who had boats of their own, and boilers 
for making oil ; but she despised such vanities, and, 
although a clergyman's daughter, would never receive 
any other appellation than ^*good mother." This 
name, and her kindly disposition, soon made her and 
Erika on the most friendly terms; and it was settled 
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that the latter should remain for the present as her 
guest. 

Mother Haraldaon possessed a treasure that hj 
nearer her heart than anything else in the world — 
her little Grabriella, then three years old. With the 
deepest grief the right-minded woman witnessed 
the lawless life of her husband and her stepson, and 
anticipated nothing but eyil from their daring ex* 
ploits. She mourned in silence over that which she 
had no power to change ; and now thanked Qod that, 
in the event of her death, the tender blossom, already 
called ** the Kose of Tistelon," on account of her 
singular beauty, woidd not be left to the rough 
guardianship of her relations, but receive in Erika a 
careful guide and protectress. 

Little accustomed to the cheering influence of 
affection and pure good will, Erika willingly assented 
to the renewed entreaty that she would seek no 
other home. The naked rocks, the fetid smells, the 
dreary aspect of nature all around Tistelon, signified 
little to her: she saw only the heartfelt gratitude 
that beamed in the mother's eyes ; while the sweet 
rose of the barren strand, the playful Gabriella, daily 
took firmer root in her heart It was a grateful 
occupation* for Erika to watch over the hopeful 
child, who, but for her, would in all probability have 
been entirely spoiled by her adoring parents. 
C 3 
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Erika's ever calm and dignified manner had its 
ei^ect even on the two rough: seamen ; and the respect 
she inspired became more apparent the longer she 
remidned with them. Their language became less 
coarse and offensive ; and the influence she acquired 
over Birger in particular was so great that it sur- 
prised even herself, when, often by a look or a single 
word, she found she could bend the unruly will over 
which no one else had the slightest power. 

To please Erika, and to render her stay on the 
island as long and as agreeable as possible, the new 
room had been added to the house, and furnished in 
the manner we have described. From- time to time 
came one decoration after another out of the secret 
stores known only to Haraldson and his son : and 
it surprised Erika not a little how such a quantity 
of valuable articles could be concealed within the 
waUs of the dark ruinous dwelling. A long time 
elapsed before she discovered with sorrow and dis- 
gust the mode in which they were procured; and 
from that moment she reftised to allow any further 
addition to be made to the room inhabited by herself 
and Gabriella. 

Scarcely a year after Erika's arrival on the island 
the good, loving, patient Britta was released from 
her daily cross. She died of grief — deep, consuming 
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grief; and Iier last moments^ her latest thoughts, 
were for her dbild. 

To Erika's care she entrusted Grabriella, requiring 
from her the solemn promise that she would not, 
unless forced bj extreme necessity, leave the house, 
or forsake the being she had laid upon her heart 
She then turned to her son, the youthful Anton, 
whose soft and yielding disposition much resembled 
his mother's, and made him shrink from taking part 
in the wild enterprises which at ten years old he was 
already a witness to. He now held his mother's cold 
hand in his, and vowed never to do that which his 
conscience condemned; and that as soon as he was 
of age he would seek employment elsewhere, unless 
ere that time his father and brother had reformed 
their way of life. 

Mother Britta was no more ; and even Haraldson-s 
iron breast seemed to be touched by remorse and 
grief for what was now irremediable : but time per* 
mitted the xude materials of his nature to harden 
more and more, and he became wild, cruel, and reckless- 
as before : excepting his idolatry of the little Gabri- 
ella, no trace of natural feeling was perceptible. 

Years came and passed away ; the masses of rock 

were still washed by the salt waves of the Cattegat, 

and the furious autumnal storms, year after year, 

strewed the shore with fresh wrecks. It was a 

C 4 
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painful, anxious, yet monotonous life that Erika led 
on the desolate island ; but custom, and love for her 
foster-daughter, united to the depressing conviction 
that she was beloved on no other spot of earth, that 
no heart beat in sympathy with her own, or cared to 
know where she existed, produced in her inmost soul 
a quiet endurance, a passive acquiescence in her 
destiny. She no longer wished to forsake the path 
marked out for her, but, on the contrary, derived sup- 
port and consolation from the thought, that exactly 
in her present situation she was of the most service 
to her fellow-creatures. Of late, however, she had 
suffered additional anxiety from a cause she had not 
hitherto been able to explain or comprehend; she 
had discovered that the feeling which held such 
powerful sway over the mind of Birger was of a 
nature of which she had had no experience : that 
it was love, could not be doubted ; but love, wild 
and stormy, that inspired terror, although she care- 
fully concealed it. She felt that it was only by 
calmness and perfect self-possession that she could 
hope to restrain the fiery tempers that surrounded 
her. During the last few weeks, however, matters 
had so far changed, that Birger seemed as anxiously 
to avoid her society as he had before eagerly sought 
it. Erika even thought that on those occasions 
when she had been most mild and gentle towards 
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liim, his temper and manners had taken the same 
impression; but since^ in consequence of her dia- 
covery of his sentiments^ she had again begun to 
treat him with coldness and reserve, — he had be- 
come dark and threatening as the night, when it 
spreads its stormy wings over the troubled ocean. 

But we return to the night on which we intro- 
duced the reader to the smugglers of Tistelon. 
Gabriella had fallen asleep ; Erika sat at the table 
and continued to work, but inward disquiet prevented 
her giving much attention to her employment. 
*^ Why must they go out again to night ? thought 
she, as she listened to the noise in the room below, 
and knew that preparations were making for the 
projected expedition. She implored strength from 
heaven, and wisdom to direct her for the best. 
Could she continue to spend her life in such dan- 
gerous society? and to endure besides the unholy 
passion that glowed in Birger's eyes? Ought she 
to struggle with, conquer, and lead back to virtue a 
fellow-creature now on the verge of ruin? or could 
she summon up resolution again to go forth, and 
seek another home in a world which had already cast 
her out before she had yet learned to understand 
what is meant by the term " constitution of society ? " 
But, even allowing the possibility of obtaining a 
respectable situation for herself, could she bear the 
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idea of forsaking the motherless diild^ whom she had 
Bolemnly sworn to protect ? The struggle in Erika's 
bosom was long and severe : never since her arrival 
on the island had her mind been so agitated as this 
evening; and never had the October storm^ now 
increasing in violence^ seemed to her so appalling: 
it raged in the black depths beneath her window, 
while the deep baying of the watch-dog sounded in 
dismal unison with the blast as it swept round the 
house. 

** God in Heaven protect aU who are at sea this 
dreadful night!" prayed Erika, as she devoutly 
clasped her hands, and allowed her head to sink on 
her bosom. A creaking sound was heard on the 
stairs. *^ They are going to the loft," thought the 
anxious girl : but the steps approached her chamber 
door; and with suppressed breathing she listened to 
^ deep-toned voice, which said, " Open the door, 
Mamselle Erika." 

It was Birger's voice. Erika had scarcely power 
to rise from her chair. More than two years had 
elapsed since he had stood on the threshold of that 
room, which had ever been held sacred by all the in- 
mates of the dwelling. What could he mean by this 
untimely visit ? Upon the knocking being repeated, 
she rose, and with recovered self-possession said, with- 
out, however, opening the door, " What do you want 
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80 kte, Bilger? Have I not left every thing in 
order?'* 

** Yes, certfdnlj; but as you are still up, you may 
open the door : I have something to say to you." 

** Say it then ; I can hear you perfectly." 

** Are you afraid?" was the contemptuous reply, 
while his forced laugh echoed through the empty 
passage. 

" No; why should I be afraid?" answered Erika, 
who at these words resumed all her natural courage; 
and hastily drawing back the bolt, she opened the 
door, and, with calm dignity, stood before her visitor. 
** Now, what is it you wish, Birger ? " was her com- 
posed question. 

** What I wish you will, perhaps, know soon 
enough. Do not be so severe ; let me look about me. 
I have not been here for so long, very long : I did 
not venture, and did not wish to disturb you, much 
as I wished to be near you, Mamselle Erika." He 
stepped towards the table, on which lay an open 
Psalm-book beside Erika*s work. Birger bent down 
and read the lines where her mark was placed : at 
first he appeared to do this merely to gain time to 
arrange his thoughts on what he was about to say ; 
but after a pause of some minutes he pronounced the 
words aloud, and in a tone of feeling wholly unex- 
pected by Erika : — 
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" The Lord will give His promised aid, 

** His word is ever sure, 
** If I in Him do put my trust, 

*^ And to the end endure. 
" Then let me still with cheerful zeal 

" My daily course fulfil : 
" Contented with my lot, I bow 

•* To His most righteous will." 

" I Wish, Mamselle Erika, that I could read these 
lines with the same devotion and edification as you 
do." 

" Why should you not do so, Birger? J£ you read 
the Holy Scriptures more frequently, you would 
understand them better; you would find in them 
strength to do right, and defence against temptation, 
— both your heart and mind would be benefited.'* 

" My heart and mind are both evil, Mamselle 
Erika: left to myself, my own efforts alone will never 
make them better." 

^* That is, indeed, true, Birger ; and that you 
acknowledge it, is well, and like a Christian : but 
prayer — prayer can do much, and " 

" No, not my prayers, Erika! " interrupted Birger, 
with strong emotion. " I might yet become another 

man — a better man, if ^,but it is impossible; I 

was mad, indeed, ever to think that you would con- 
sent to marry an unbred fellow like me 1 Yes, yes, 
you turn pale : it was a bold thought enough. Never- 
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theless^ it is right you should know, Mamselle 
Erika, that if you could make up your mind to so 
great a sacrifice, you would have no cause to be 
ashamed of me. I am resolved at all events to study 
navigation this winter ; and instead of living, as at 
present, on chance expeditions, I intend to bmld 
myself a vessel, and trade in it to Jutland, both as 
captain and owner ; and you should have a house as 
handsome as you could wish, instead of this rickle, 
which I shall pull down; and you would be as respect- 
able a housewife as any in these parts." 

During this long address, which was delivered with 
considerable self-confidence, Erika had time to recover 
in some degree from her unpleasant surprise. The 
idea of uniting herself in marriage with such a man 
as Birger filled her with horror, while at the same 
time there was something in his manly, energetic, 
always decided mode of action, that harmonised with 
her own strong mind : she felt as if she could make 
any sacrifice for his good except that of becoming 
his wife; and she therefore replied with perfect frank- 
ness, " No, Birger, your proposal I neither can nor will 
consent to, — not because I think myself above you, 
as you hinted just now ; I know too well what I am — 
a child of poverty at least, — ^it may be of guilt ; there- 
fore any honest man is good enough for a husband to 
the poor Erika. But there is another reason, Birger, 
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which you must know, and which, both now and in 
future, will prevent me from even thinking of agree* 
ing to what you wish. Ever since I came to this 
place, your wild, and certainly often sinful, manner 
of life has terrified me« I have always considered 
you as a man in whom I could never feel confidence : 
and where confidence does not exist, it is in vain to 
think of love. My friendship, however, I will not 
withhold from you : conduct yourself in such a man- 
ner as to deserve my esteem, an4 that of others, and 
I will ever regard you as a brother.** 

" I thank you : you are too kind, Mamselle 
Erika ! " said Birger, with haughty bitterness. ^^ Per- 
mit me also to tell you, what it may perhaps be worth 
your while to consider: remember that you have 
now, at this moment, in your hands, the destiny of 
a human being, for the present life, and in all likeli- 
hood for that which is to come. Erika I " continued 
he, in a subdued tone of anxious entreaty, ^^ you are 
good and pious ; you wish to turn the sinner from 
his evil way. You may do it now ; for I solemnly 
swear, if you will become my wife I will from tib^ 
hour abandon all such courses as would make me fear 
to meet your eye : but if you drive me froni you, 
then — — " and his voice resumed its harshness, 
*^ there is nothing on earth has power to hold me 
back! Till now I have only been wild and daring; the 
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eYil I have done has not reallj harmed any one ; I 
have Gonunitted no crime, except against the laws. 
But without you, Enka, tortured by the feelings you 
despise, hating myself and the whole world, the name 
of Birger Haraldson shall be the terror of the coast 
both far and near.'' 

' For the first time in her life Erika stood trembling 
before the man she had been accustomed to rule by a 
word or a gesture. An awful responsibility rested 
on her ; she felt her strength giving way, her heart 
ready to burst with anxiety and dread. Should she 
sacrifice herself or him f — with him, perhaps, to entail 
misery on other unhappy beings. It was terrible to 
give a promise now for a lifetime. She was still 
sufficiently collected to feel that this was beyond her 
strength, and that long years would not atone for the 
error of one fatal moment. She turned ai^ imploring 
glance on Birger. His towering figure seemed mag- 
nified in the uncertain light; his dark eyes fixed 
upon her in silent expectation were fearful to look 
upon. Erika could not endure their expression ; her 
eye-lids dropped, as in a low voice she murmured the 
words, ^^I cannot, Bizger, I cannot." 

** There is yet timc^^he replied, eagerly: "yoa 
can, you can, but you will not. See, Erika I I am 
so miserable, so utterly wretched, that on my knees 
I beg for mercy I" And he sank down before the 
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trembling glrl^ while his countenance expressed 
anguish too great for utterance — " Will you consent 
to be my wife ?^ 

*^ Take my life, Birger; but I cannot command my 
heart.'' 

Birger rose from his knees : his lips were firmly 
closed, and the muscles of his face worked convul- 
sively. At the door he turned, and said, with mingled 
grief and bitterness, ^^ Farewell, Erika: you must 
answer before God for all the evil this hour brings 
with it." 

**No, Birger, no; take back your cruel words. 
God is just." 

" Yes, God is just : and if crime is to be my por- 
tion, remorse will be yours." He closed the door, 
and descended the stairs with a heavy step. ^ 

The elder Haraldson had in the mean time attired 
himself for the expedition in breeches of dressed seal- 
skin and a jacket of dark blue frieze. " K you are 
ready, Birger, go down to the boat and get the sails 
out, and let the boy help you with the packages ; I 
will be after you in a trice." He then roused Anton, 
who lay half asleep in a comer, and ordered him to 
make ready in a moment. The poor boy sprang up 
in terror, and submitted patiently to be laden as if he 
had been a beast of burden. A heavy sigh forced its 
way from his oppressed heart : it was answered by 
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his father, who said, gruffly, " Shame on you for a 
cowardly dog ! Are you to be better off than your 
father ? Pack off this instant ; and remember your 
mother is not here now to complain to." 

The boy swallowed some bitter tears in silence, 
and went down to the pier with his burden. The 
large boat was tossed to and fro, as if made of paper, 
by the violence of the wind, while preparations were 
making for departure. Haraldson himself took his 
place at the helm, commending, as he did so, the 
favourable weather : the foresail and spritsail were 
set : and when Birger had cast another dark glance at 
the window, from which a faint light still glimmered, 
the boat put to sea. It plunged into the dark night, 
and the huge waves seemed to close over the little 
speck as it vanished in the gloom. 
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CHAP. m. 

About fifteen miles from Tistelon lies a small fishing- 
Tillage^ insignificant in itself^ but hxge enough to 
serve as a complete picture of such places in this 
remote comer of the world 

A number of little huts are placed in various 
directions along the rough pavement, with the evident 
.design of forming a street. Only the most distin- 
guished display red-painted fronts, but nearly all 
have on the gable of the projecting porch some orna- 
ment of carved wood, saved from the frequent wrecks, 
generally gilt figure-heads of Dutch vessels and the 
like. The air is so impregnated with the smell of 
putrid fish that even the strong gales from the sea have 
scarcely power to purify it : fortunately, the inhab- 
itants, accustomed to that, as well as to many other 
such annoyances, are hardly aware of it. The men 
are at sea most part of the day and night, while the 
women are busy at home drying the fish, and keeping 
in order sails, lines, baskets, oyster-tongs, and other 
articles required for fishing. The children, who are 
innumerable here, as in all other places of the kind. 
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have chesnut complexions^ pale yellow hair^ and blue 
eyes^ and are commonly to be seen in flocks, the 
poorest with no other covering but a ragged shirt of 
a greyish colour^ and the best appointed^ clad in the 
tarry fragments of their fathers' cast-off trowsers and 
ditto jackets, which, having imdergone no alteration, 
serve the purpose of cloaks for the junior members, 
the long dangling sleeves being the only incon- 
venience. Bobust and early used to activity, they 
are either employed in fish-drying, or amuse them- 
selves on the beach, often in company with a starved 
pig, to which they cast jHCces of bait and such choice 
morsels. 

Nevertheless, on looking into the interior of these 
abodes of poverty, one is struck by a degree of order 
and cleanliness, which leaves, on the whole, a cheer- 
ing impression. An old but well-washed sail stuffed 
with sea-weed composes the bedding ; the deal table 
is scoured and pplished smooth with rubbing, and the 
floor sprinkled with the finest shell-sand; in one 
comer is generally a cupboard, supported on legs of 
peeled fir, in which is kept the principal part of 
the crockery ware, such as two or three teacups, a 
cracked dish, a coffee-pot without a spout, a brandy- 
mug, &c. &c. On a shelf above the little window 
lies the family library, consisting . of a large yellow- 
leaved Bible, and a Psalm-book in black-leather 
J> 2 
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binding) and for a mark probably one of the Apostles 
stamped on gilt paper. But the Uttle shelf furnishes 
other literature besides that of a devotional kind — 
some dusty bundles containing " Lunkentus," " Puss 
in Boots," " The Fair Melusina," along with a few 
ballads, to be sung, as the title-page expresses it, '^to 
their own pleasing melodies, published this year." 
The poor dwelling has also its ornaments : fixed to 
the wall by long nails are pictures representing His 
Majesty and the Crown Prince on horseback, all in 
woodcuts, and with verses underneath. Between 
these precious decorations and the fishing-tackle, 
which has also its place on the wall, a certain dis- 
tance is preserved, — for, " Honour to whom honour 
is due." The honest souls would think it a want of 
respect towards royalty, if they brought their nets, 
lines, and lobster-tongs too near it. As connected 
with the last-named articles, we may observe, in 
parenthesis, that our story belongs to that plea- 
sant time when the inhabitants of the district were 
free to buy and eat their own lobsters, and not 
obliged to look on with long faces, and see them 
devoured by the English, "for the good of the coun- 
try." 

Having described one aspect of a fishing-village, 
we ought perhaps to detail also the misery which 
winter, and its companions, cold and starvation. 
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brings upon the wretched inhabitants; but we pro- 
pose to return to this subject at a future period. 

We shall now step into a small red-painted house, 
with white window-shutters, which, by its situation 
between the pier and the rest of the fisher-huts, 
seems to announce its greater importance : such, in 
fact, is the case, for the house is inhabited by the 
officer of the coast-guard. Lieutenant Amman, and 
his little household. 

See how comfortable it looks! — the porch is as 
clean and neat as a parlour; through the small but 
dear window-panes appear some fine balsams, a 
geranium, and a tiny apple-tree in a green box ; and 
from the midst of the simple conservatory a vener- 
able head looks out, with the hair turned back from 
the forehead, and confined under a close cap, — it is 
the head of Fru £!athrina Amman, the Lieutenant's 
excellent and sensible wife. 

The cuckoo-clock strack twelve, and at the last 
stroke, Fru Amman stept out to the porch, and looked 
about her. A rare woman was this Fru Amman : she 
was her husband's honour and crown, was looked up 
to as an ever-ready counsellor in all difficulties, and 
often applied to by the poor fishers, who regarded 
her, though so lately come amongst them, as a mother, 
ready to listen to, and help them, as far as she could, 
but one who could reprove also, when it was neces- 
D 3 
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sary to punish a faulty a bad habit^ and especially any. 
inclination to slovenliness. 

Fru Kathrina was rather a severe mistress, but not 
the less beloved by her only servant, old Annika; and 
although strict in bringing up her only child, she was 
also, as a mother, loved, respected, and obeyed : a word< 
from her lips was an oracle> not to be contradicted. 
In Fru Kathrina's whole bearing, and tall, hand- 
some figure, there was something which might pro- 
perly be called imposing, — every one who saw her felt 
the influence of ber unconscious superiority. " Those' 
good people never keep their time now," said 
she, speaking to. herself in rather a displeased 
tone : ** I wonder what they are about now ? " At this 
moment two men were seen coming round the comer 
of one of the cottages, and approaching the house 
with hasty steps. ^^ Bless me ! how you dawdle ! " ex- 
claimed Fru Kathrina. " Don't you know the dock 
has struck twelve: the ling is getting cold; and 
Arve*, poor boy, is ready to bite his fingers with 
hunger." 

"Don't scold, mother," replied, in a good-humoured 
tone, the younger of the two men, who had both,, 
however, passed the meridian of life. " I have got 
something to think about: the pinnace must go out 
this very evening." 

• Yronownced Arvey. 
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'' Then I guess you have got news of the seal- 
shooters at Tistelon. But we can talk about that 
afterwards : come in now and eat your fish before it 
is cold." 

They entered the neat little room^ where a 
table was covered for four persons : two of the places 
were taken by Amman and his wife, the third was 
occupied by ihdr son Arvid, a fine, lively lad of 
fourteen, and the fourth by the friend of the family, 
Herr Pehr Fabian Askenberg, formerly subrlieu- 
tenant in the navy, an old comrade of Amman, who 
had also served in the fieet during his youth. It was 
a pleasing family picture to see those four good, 
happy people together; the most perfect love and 
harmony reigned in the little circle : and Lieutenant 
Pehr often enUvened his more serious friend by his 
excellent stories, when at the close of the day they 
conversed over their evening pipes, and in imagina- 
tion, lived over again their seafaring adventures. 

It must not, however, be supposed that the old 
invalid, Askenberg, lived on the charity of his fHend. 
In compensation for having lost the use of his right 
arm, he received a comfortable pension, to which he 
added the interest of a small capital he had laid by in 
better times ; but the treasure itself, the old man re- 
garded as the property of another, having destined it, 
along with the brightly-polished arms, neatly disposed 
D 4 



Digitized 



by Google 



40 THE EOSE OF TISTELON. ' 

over the bed in his own room, for Arve, his godson^ 
pupil^ and prime favourite. 

The conyersation^ which usually at dinner kept 
pace with the attack on the, fish, was not even 
commenced to-day. Fru Kathrina, in thought^ was 
stuffing her husband's provision-basket; Arve was 
speculating how he might contrive to have a share 
in the expedition ; Amman himself looked thought- 
fully down on his plate ; and old Askenbeig felt in a 
state most unusual with him — dispirited, and almost 
uneasy, for no particular reason. But when the soup 
was served, and Fru Kathrina had got the pro- 
vision-basket ready, she remarked the general silence. 
** What is the matter, Amman ? Have you heard any 
news?" 

"Ay, that I have, mother, — great news. The 
old report of smuggling has been again raised against 
the seal-shooters of Tistelon; but this time I hope to 
get hold of them ! The wind is fair ; and, please 
God, before night sets in, the pinnace will be keeping 
a sharp look out." 

"Is it quite certain, then," asked Fru Kathrina, 
**that they will go out to sea to-night? The wind 
will rise and blow a gale in the evening ; and it is no 
joke to go and seek them out in their hiding-places, 
particularly for you, Amman, who are not yet well 
acquainted with this abominable Skargord." 
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"It is no joke, sure enough, wife; but I trust, 
next to God, in the justice of my cause. Those 
rascals don't smuggle on a small scale ; and we shall 
have a neat little prize if all goes well." 

**Ay, there's the thing," said old Askenberg, 
thoughtfully: "there is a fog coming on to-night, 
which I fear more than the high winds. I shouldn't 
get a wink of sleep if I staid at home, so I mean to 
be of the party. 

"And I too, father; I must really go!" ex- 
claimed Arve, who, when Lieutenant Fehr had 
thus boldly declared his intention, could no longer 
be silent. 

" Oh ! nonsense, child ; stay at home till you are 
fledged," interrupted Fru Kathrina. " Night expe- 
ditions, and looking after smugglers, are only fit for 
men who have grown up in danger ; but the young 
bird must not leave the nest till his wings can bear 
him." 

Arve grumbled a little to himself. But Fru Kath- 
rina had brought up her son in obedience and the , 
fear of God. When she had once said " No," there 
was no more to be said: yet the boy, longing for 
adventures, could not help now and then casting an 
entreating look at his usually more indulgent father. 
This time, however, it was all in vain, for Amman 
8^d, very seriously, " You must stay at home, my 
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boy, and uncle Pehr too: I will take no one with 
me but the two men." 

** How now ! " exclaimed imcle Pehr, half angry ; 
" I am no frightened hare I though my right hand is 
stiff and useless, the left will serve me yet as well as 
any man's." 

A reproachful look from Amman silenced Lieu- 
tenant Pehr. But after they had risen from table, and 
Fru Kathrina had gone into the kitchen, where she also 
made Arve lend a helping hand — all kinds of know- 
ledge, according to her, being good for young people, 
— the two friends went to the window ; and Amman 
said, as he pointed to the stormy sea, *^ You can be 
of no service to me there ; but you may be needed at 
home, should anything happen." 

" Should anything happen !" repeated Askenberg ; 
and he looked inquiringly at his friend. " True, no 
one can tell what turn things may take ; for, as your 
wife said just now, you don't know these smugglers' 
hiding-places. They are as much at home in them 
as by their own stoves. God guide all for the best I" 

" They have given me the slip three times already," 
said Amman, who devoted heart and soul to his 
profession, and conscious of still possessing the full 
strength and energy it demanded, felt his vexation 
return at the recollection of his unsuccessful expe^ 
ditions. ** Yes ! three times the rascals have made 
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an April-fool of me : but this time I l^ive had certain 
information that they intend to deliver a considerable 
quantity of Valuable goods to a mercantile house in 
Gothenburg one of these nights ; and it is likely 
enough they will fix on this night, which looks as if 
it would be favourable for such doings." 

''But if you should not fall in with them to- 
night?" 

*' Then I will not give up the search tiU I have, 
won the prize. Win it I musty if I should be out a 
week : of course, in the daytime, I shall keep under 
sail in some other direction." 

*' In that case you may be out a long time without 
our hearing anything of you." 

" Yes, two days at least ; but if I don't meet with 
them either to-night or to-morrow night, I shall come 
home the day after, for a few hours." 

At three o'clock Amman went on board, followed 
by his wife, his son, and uncle Pehr. Fru Kathrina 
brought her coffee-pot with her, full of excellent 
hot coffee ; and there, sitting in the little cabin, she 
treated her husband to a farewell cup, and then, with 
tears in her eyes, wished him a prosperous voyage. 
" My heart is always heavy when you go out to sea 
at night, Amman, dear," said Fru Kathrina, in a 
kindly tone; "but it is worse than usual to-day. 
The Lord God protect you, and guide you on your 



Digitized 



by Google 



44 THE EOSE OF TISTELON. 

way I You will find the snuff-cannister in the left- 
hand comer of the basket ; and I put the tobacco in 
one of your over-all boots, and in the other are a 
couple of lobsters ; there was no room for them in 
the basket. God keep all who are at sea this night ! 
Good-bye, dear husband 1" 

** Gt)od-bye, my old woman !*' Amman bent his 
brown and weatherbeaten cheek towards Fru K!ath- 
rina's as his lips sought and found those of his faith- 
ful helpmate. 

" Do not be too rash," whispered old Askenberg, 
as he shook Amman by the hand ; ** remember you 
are not alone in the world." 

Arve's tum came last. " Here, my boy," said his 
father, taking the large silver watch and pinchbeck 
chain from his pocket, ** you must have something to 
make up for your disappointment. I have a watch 
in the boat, here, and can do without this one. You 
must take as good care of it as I have done : it was 
your grandfather's. Now, you must all go on shore. 
God bless you." 

The family turned homewards ; while the custom- 
house boat put out to sea. It was the same evening 
that the seal-shooters prepared for their nocturnal 
expedition. 
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CHAP. IV. 

Abnman had reached the place which he considered 
the most favourable for getting a sight of the sjnug- 
glers of Tistelon; but several hours had already 
passed in the most careful search without his having 
discovered the smallest trace of the hoped-for prize. 
The boat strained in the storm, like a writhing ser- 
pent ; but with unwearied patience and perseverance 
Amman still stood on the deck, listening if, through 
the howling of the wind, no other sound were audible. 

"Martin," said the oflScer to the stoutest of the 
two boatmen, *' reach me up the brandy-flask, — let 
us have a drop of comfort." 

** And it wo'n't come amiss, neither," said Mar- 
tin, already shifting the quid of tobacco from one 
cheek to the other, in expectation of the promised 
treat. But he had hardly got down the cabin-steps 
when a low whistle from the lieutenant called him 
back. Martin, fearing lest any unforeseen circum- 
stance should cause the first order to be recalled, 
made a hasty snatch at the bottle, which stood on a 
shelf, and returned instantly to the lieutenant, who 
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laid one hand on his shoulder^ and whispered^ ''What 
do you see out there, Martin ?" 

" A boat to leeward — or the devil himself!" 

"No, no, Martin— • it is a boat; and the right one 
too. Set the foresail, and bear down upon them." 

Amman was right in his conjecture : it was the 
seal-shooters of Tistelon. 

Haraldson and Birger had already perceiyed the 
danger, and, without wasting many words in dis- 
cussion, they altered their course, and made straight 
for Paternoster rocks, in the hope of deceiving the 
officer, and making good their escape. Amman, 
however, followed up the pursuit ; and as the custom- 
house pinnace was the fastest sailer, he gradually 
gained considerably on the seal-shooters. 

During this desperate chase, the characteristic 
wildness of Haraldson's features darkened into a 
yet more savage expression; the large grey eyes 
rolled fearfully under the. shaggy eyebrows, and the 
muscles of the face plainly showed the working of 
jfierce passions. " The game grows serious I " said 
he, in a low voice, to Birger, who was busy with 
the rigging: "they will be upon us in a moment ; 
and then. . . • But how now, boy! — have you lost 
your tongue ? Now is the time for a bold stroke ! ^ 

Birger turned, and by the faint light of a moon- 
beam, which broke through the clouds for a mo- 
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ment, the father saw the pale^ haggard face of his 
son. 

Haraldson^ who had not particularly observed 
Birger dnce his return from Erika's room^ attributed 
the extraordinary change in his appearance to fear of 
the approaching danger, and exclaimed furiously, 
" Dog ! do you hang your ears when you see your 
father ready to venture all for life and goods I " 

" I will not be behind-hand," said Birger, in a 
voice so fearfully cahn that Haraldson perceived the 
injustice of his suspicion ; and added, more quietly, 
*^ It will soon come to a trial of courage. I have hit 
upon a desperate plan." 

He now ordered Birger to hoist the foresail 
better up, and then to be on the look out that 
he might catch the first glimpse of the Pater- 
noster rocks against the dawning sky. Nothing 
was yet in sight, however, but the tremendous 
breakers sounded like distant thunder ; and as the 
boat drew nearer the rocks, an expression of satis- 
faction spread itself over the hard features of Harald- 
son. "Hark how they roar: the sea-witches sing 
and dance ! — fine sport for them to-night ! " said he 
to Birger, who lay beside him, with his eyes fixed 
gloomily on the mysterious gulf. ** Once, long 
ago," resumed Haraldson, with a strange smile, 
** I sailed between the breakers. The passage is 
barely ten yards wide : if you miss the course by 
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a hair's breadth your life's not worth a rope's end. 
I succeeded that time, and saw my pursuer dashed 
on the rocks before my eyes. Do you understand, 
BIrger ? it is our only chance : and with the devil's 
^ help we shall do as well this time." 

" We shall see," said BIrger, coldly ; " we are 
not there yet." He suddenly sprung up, *^ Do you 
hear, father ? he hails us, — he Is just upon us." 

" Not yet, not yet," said Haraldson, with wonder- 
ful coolness ; " we have still got a little the start of 
him : but if we don't give ourselves up he will fire 
before we reach " 

" There I he hails us again ! " said Bli^er, with tte 
like calm resolution, worthy of a better cause. 

*^ Now 1 " exclaimed Haraldson, in the greatest 
excitement, when the boat had almost reached the 
gulf; but at the same instant a line of fire shot 
from the pinnace, which had come quite near ; a 
ball whizzed past the seal-shooter's boat, and a se- 
cond cut the foresheet. " Death and destruction I 

we are lost if . Do what you can, BIrger ; our 

lives hang by a hair." But without waiting his 
father's order, BIrger had already seized the foresail 
as it flapped in the wind, caught hold of the end of 
the rope, and now held it with giant strength in one 
hand, and by the side of the boat with the other. 

" Well done, boy I " exclaimed Haraldson, as the 
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boat once more shot through the raging breakers. 
They were not waves that they dashed through; 
neither earth nor sky, rocks nor water, were to be 
seen ; nothing but white foam surrounded the vessel 
below, above, and on either side, while the waves, 
as they were shattered against the rocks, howled 
forth their dying groans. At length the boat darted 
into the open sea, on the western side of the rocks. 
The danger was past, and Haraldson raised his head 
with the bold confidence which the success of a 
desperate experiment was calculated to produce in 
a character like his. '^ That was a good piece of 
work ! " said he, triumphantly, to Birger. " Fasten 
the rope now as well as you can, and then we shall 
see what the government boys behind us are after.'' 
It was the morning dawn ; the storm had lulled, 
but the air was thick and chilly. Haraldson strained 
his keen experienced eyes to discover the fate of the 
detested custom-house boat. An expression of satis- 
faction and cruel mockery shone in his eyes, but 
soon changed to one of the bitterest rage, as he 
turned to Birger, who was trying in vain to fasten 
the sail, and said, in a voice tjiat, for the first time 
during the whole affair, betrayed some unsteadiness, 
^* By all the devils ! the old government thief has 
got through with a whole skin ! There is no time 
to be lost ; we must not waste it in words : we are lost 

VOL. I. E 
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unless J^ And he gave his son a significant look, 

while he thoughtfully balanced the rifle in his hand. 

A wild strange smile on Birger's lip replied to 
the half-expressed hint, " Erika I" muttered he be- 
tween his teeth, *^ I could not have done this yester^ 
day : to-day I fear nothing ; I care not now for my 
own life, or the lives of others.-' He made a sign of 
intelligence to his father, then springing forwards, 
hauled down the foresail, under which he carefully 
concealed his musket ; Haraldson, who had already 
completely recovered his usual coolness, laid his at 
the bottom of the steerage, and then brought the 
boat's head to the wind. The pinnace now came 
near, and the officer hailed the boat for the third 
time. Haraldson confessed that he had contraband 
goods on board, but surrendered himself, as all op- 
position was now useless. 

*^ It is weU you acknowledge it at last," said 
Amman, with pardonable pride ; ^* but it would 
have been better if you had spared us both a risk 
which might have cost us dear. Lay-to, now, that 
the pinnace may come alongside." 

Haraldson obeyed with eveiy appearance of hum- 
ble submission ; and in a few minutes the government 
boat was laid alongside of the seal^3hck>ter'8. 

" We have got the upper hand at last, Miurtin^ 
and must make these fellows pay for old scores,'* 
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said the lieutenant^ as he prepared to step over the 
gunwale ; but before he could do so Haraldson had, 
unobserved^ seized his rifle and taken his aim. The 
next ins*tant it went off, and the brave old Amman, 
who had so nobly fulfilled the dangerous duties of 
his office, fell forward, shot through the head, on the 
deck of the smuggler's boat* Almost at the same 
moment Birger was on board the pinnace ; and after 
a short but desperate struggle with the two boat- 
men, which required the exertion of all Birger's 
^ant strength, he threw the one overboard, while he 
mortally wounded the active, fearless Martin with 
the butt-end of his gun, just as he had almost suc- 
ceeded in dragging Birger over the gunwale. Both 
fell back on the deck ; and Martin's last words were, 
** Bloodhound I when you hang on the gallows, you 
will remember this day's work; and when your sinful 
soul has left your wretched body, you will answer 
before God for my two boys whom you have made 
fatherless." 

The pinnace was instantly scuttled. After it had 
been well searched by the greedy Haraldson, who 
then took a piece of rope and bound the dead bodies 
to the benches ; and with the last circles caused by 
the fast sinking pinnace, over which the waves soon 
rolled monotonously as before, disappeared also every 
fear of the discovery of the murder, for as far as 
£ 2 
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the eye could reach, neither vessel nor living thing 
was to be seen. 

The father and son were terrible to look upon, 
as they, stood, their bloody work accomplished, 
silent as the dead, in the uncertain grey dawn, and 
looked at one another with eyes that betrayed 
mutual horror and hatred. 

« What's done can't be undone," — said the elder 
Haraldson, at length, and recovered himself by as- 
suming a recklessness that seemed like a rejection of 
the last vestige of human feeling. " It was ne- 
cessity," he added, in a kind of persuasive tone, — 
" self-defence ; we were forced to it, if we did not 
choose to give ourselves up to justice : but now we 
must think of getting home. Where's the boy ? " 

Birger and Haraldson now recollected, for the 
first time, that they had not seen Anton for several 
hours : they looked round in astonishment, and now 
perceived, with a shudder, how the poor boy, having 
shrunk into the fore-hatch, stood and looked fixedly 
at them with a wild, vacant expression of terror. 
<* What are you doing there, Anton ? " asked Harald- 
son, in a tone which from him might be called 
mild. " Come here, boy ! " 

" No, no, I dare not ; you will do with me as you 
did to the lieutenant and the others. Let me alone^ 
let me alone !" And, tremblmg with fear, he crept 
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farther and farther down^ and at last hid himself 
among the loose clothing and Imnber below. 

" Fool ! don't behave like an idiot ! " shouted 
Haraldson, as he put his head down through the 
opening, and showed the rope's end he held in his 
hand. 

A wild shrill scream was Anton's only reply; and 
though maddened with anger, and scarcely able to 
command his imruly temper, Haraldson was forced 
to draw back from fear of being heard, and dis- 
covered, as they were now nearing the shore. 
** What is to be done," said he to Birger ; " the boy 
may betray us." And, shuddering at his own words, 
he pointed down to the cabin with a look, before 
which even Birger faltered — " What's to be done 
now?" 

" Nothing," said Birger, sullenly ; " nothing can be 
done, for the poor boy's brain is turned. The blood 
oi four murders rests on our heads: it had been 
better if the surf of Paternoster rocks had swallowed 
us all." 

** Ha ! are you so chicken-hearted that you repent 
already?" said Harold, with savage exultation. 
** What I have done I never repent of: old women 
may whine, but men must act. You should be 
ashamed to speak as if you were not the son of 
E 3 
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Hakan Haraldson, the greatest smuggler in the 
Skargord." 

*'Ay, and pirate and murderer!" said Birger, 
with a bitter sneer. 

" Silence, boy 1 and do your work," thundered 
Haraldson, with flashing eyes: " or do you wish that 
we should be seen here? " 

Birger cast a look of inexpressible contempt upon 
him, to whom he gave the holy, but profaned name of 
father. " We must away : I wiU help you," said he, in 

a calm firm voice ; " and then " He did not finish 

the sentence ; but Haraldson saw that in his son's 
eye which convinced him that the flourishing days 
of their adventurous life were passed for ever. 

" Coward ! coward 1 " muttered the old man, be- 
tween his tightly-compressed lips : *^he is no chip of the 
old block. But let us be off while that fool down 
there keeps quiet." And, fevoured by the thick fog, 
the guilty smugglers made their escape. 
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CHAP. V. 

Fbu Ejlthbina Abnmak stood again beside her 
blooming balsams, looking oyer their flowery tops 
upon the shore. The day was as calm and dear as 
autumn, in its most amiable mood, could display ; but 
Fru Kathrina's heart was sad and heavy, for this was 
the third day since her husband's departure, and he 
had not yet been heard of. Lieutenant Pehr had 
gone out to inquire amongst the fishers, who had 
just returned home from a considerable distance, if 
they had not seen the pinnace, which most probably 
would be cruising in the direction they had come 
from : but to Fru Amman's great vexation old 
Askenberg delayed his return much too long ; and 
she was just preparing to go herself in search of 
information, when Arve came rushing in, with an 
impetuous haste, that plainly showed the utmost con- 
sternation — the most terrible anxiety. 

" What's the matter, boy ? Is the pinnace arrived? 
— Perhaps your father is ill ? " 

**The pinnace is not come, mother," replied Arve r 
and large tears roUed slowly down his full rosy 
cheeks. 

E 4 
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« Well, then, why do you cry, child ? " Fru Kath- 
rlna held fast with one hand by the comer of the 
table ; her whole frame shook : she had strength, how- 
ever, asArve made no answer, to repeat the question, 
*^ Why do you cry ? Tell me, that I may either cry 
with you or comfort you," 

**No, no, mother, there is no comfort here!" 
exclaimed Arve, sobbing aloud. *^ They say at Nil 
Asmundson's that the pinnace will never come back 
that she has gone down in the dreadful storm two 
nights ago; for not one of the boats that have come 
the same way have seen anything of her." 

Fru Kathrina's trembling limbs would no longer 
support her : with clasped hands she suilk down on a 
chair ; but her gaze, fuU of deep, silent grief, was 
fixed on the ocean. " Where is uncle Pehr? " asked 
she, at length, recovering in some degree her usual 
calm and decided manner. " Is he not coming 
home?" 

**He is at Nil Asmundson's cottage, mother, 
talking with the men. I was outside the window, and 
heard what they said : and I had thoughts myself too, 
when father went away — he looked so kindly at me ; 
and then he gave me the watch, and bid me keep it 
carefully, as he had done. Yes, and I vnll keep it 
carefully ; and every night I will pray to God that I 
may grow up such a man as my father." Arve took 
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from his pocket the well-treasured watch^ kissed 
it; and wet it with his warpi tears. 

When Fru Kathrina saw the watch^ the treasure 
her husband so highly reyerenced, and had so 
carefully preserved in all times and changes^ and 
saw it in her son's hand^ the oppression that lay 
so heavy at her heart found way; tears — hot 
bitter tears^ rolled one by one over her pale cheeks. 
*^Did he give you the watch, child?" she inquired, 
in broken tones. " Why did you not tell me that 
before?" 

^' I thought if I showed it, perhaps you would not 
let me wear it" 

*^ Give it to me." Fru Kathrina took the watch, 
gazed on it with eyes in which agony of mind was 
more strongly expressed than it could be by words : 
but her mind was too firm to give way under the 
first apprehension of misfortune ; she rose with re- 
covered fortitude, and explained to Arve, shortly but 
distinctly, that it would be sinful to grieve over what 
was not yet certainly known. No one could tell 
where his father had thought it best to lie on the 
look-out for the smugglers. ** Gro and ask uncle Pehr 
to come here, Arve ; he will have something to say 
about it, no doubt." 

The entrance of the old man made the command 
unnecessary. 
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** What is all that they are talkmg about at 
Asmundfion's ? " said Fru Kathrma, trying to ap- 
pear as little apprehensive as 'possible. ** Is there 
any reason for such suspicions ? May not the pinnace 
be lying concealed in some unlikely place? " 

" Yes, that is just what I fear," replied the old 
sailor, his voice trembling with emotion,."! fear, 
indeed, sister, that he lies where no one will look for 
him." 

**0n the look-out, I mean," said Fru Kathrina, 
correcting him. 

Askenberg shook his head. " The pinnace has 
not been seen since the afternoon she put to sea: 
and just now a skipper is arrived from Kanso, 
who sailed yesterday afternoon in the same course 
past Lyholm; he must have seen her, or at least 
some tracQ of her, if she had been above water." 

" Above water ! Good God I if my husband hai^ 
indeed perished, (which the Almighty in his mercy 
forbid 1) the wreck at least would be found." 

" No, that is not to be depended on : if she had 
struck upon anything, she might have sunk in the fog 
and darknee,. The storm that night kept us from 
shutting an eye : and Amman was always too keen 
in the service ; he often went further than duty and 
necessity led him." 

** God is merciful ! I do not give up hope 1 " said 
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Fm Kathrina, with finnness. '^ I will go out myself. 
Asmundson will lend us his boat ; and we can search 
every nook between this and Tistelon." 

" Yes, that we shall do this very moment," replied 
Askenberg. " Asmundson's boat is just clearing out. 
But who can tell or guess how far the pinnace may 
have gone past Lyholm, if she got a glimpse of the 
Tistelon boat, and had given it chase ! '' 

"No matter; we will make the attempt. The 
Almighty will surely give some sign. Take the 
watch with you, Arve, that we may see how heavily 
time goes in sorrow; or rather, let me have it, 
child. When we come home, in joy or grief, you 
shall have it again.** And Asmundson's boat, with 
the sorrowing family, and several others filled with 
sympathising neighbours, put to sea in different 
directions. 

** Friends and children ! " said Fru Kathrina, be- 
fore the boat& separated, "receive my thanks for the 
proof of love you give me, by taking part in my 
melancholy search. I am not now able to say better 
what I feel ; but come to me when trouble falls upon 
vou, and you shall not come in vain." 

The good womim herself took the helm ; and as 
she nodded farewell to right and left, the boats 
parted ; and tearful eyes followed her, who was now 
setting out on her sad and hazardous voyage. So 
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beloved and respected was the peaceful little family, 
scarcely a soul was to be found who was not anxious 
to go in search of the honoured father and husband. 
Three long days the dreary quest lasted ; they even 
touched the shore of Tistelon : and the brazen-faced 
Haraldson, who was standing on the pier, lamented 
that the brave officer should have fallen a sacrifice to 
his zeal. *^ It was someyhat too bold, however," 
added he, ^* in the night, and in such a storm and 
mist, to venture near such a coast as ours ! " 

*^ Did you not tempt the storm yourself that 
night ? " inquired old Askenberg, and looked steadily 
on Haraldson. 

" That I did, truly," replied the latter, with hardy 
assurance, well knowing that any of his people might 
easily betray him so far ; " but I was forced to give 
in ; for such a night I have seldom been out in, well 
used as I am to coarse weather." 

" And you did not see a trace of the pinance? " 
*^ Neither of that nor of anything else." 
The party returned disconsolate to the village. 
Not a shadow of suspicion feU upon Haraldson, for 
the crime was of too unheard-of a nature to be even 
once imagined; and there seemed no reasonable 
ground foi* doubt that the, vessel had struck in the 
night, and gone down. ' 

Days and weeks passed ; neither pinance nor 
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crew appeared. A new officer was appointed to tlie 
station ; and Fru Kathrina^ with a breaking heart, 
removed her balsams, and all her little property to 
another cottage. Here she carefully arranged every 
thing as well as she could, to make it comfortable for 
her son and Lieutenant Pehr, who faithfully followed 
her in joy and woe ; but, for her own part, there was 
no longer a spot on earth she could look upon as her 
home. " I go about here," she would sometimes say to 
old Askenberg, " like a pilgrim who journeys on as 
long as the Lord pleases; but my real life is in 
heaven, where my husband is gone before. Praise 
be to the Almighty, even when he chastens I I was 
as happy as any creature could be — had so much 
to rejoice in 1 — but prosperity is not always good 
for our proud hearts. I see that now clearly enough, 
since misfortune has taught me to weigh my own 
powers." 

Old Askenberg had the utmost respect for Fru 
Kathrina, and the simple dignity and true piety with 
which she bore her sorrow; but he could by no 
means elevate himself to the same degree of firmness. 
He often murmured over the extraordinary fate 
which permitted the virtuous and upright to be taken 
away in their best and most useful days ; while, on 
the contrary, the vicious, the false-hearted, and the 
idler, constantly sailed before the wind. 
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" And which do you think is most to be envied ?' 
inquired Fru Kathrina^ in a tone that went to the 
heart of the honest old sailor. 

" The most to be envied." Well, now, that's an 
odd sort of question — a very puzzling kind of 
question, sister. I can't just say that I think either 
of them much to be envied ;' for, if one consideri 
that "" \ 

" Let us have no round-about arguments," inter- ;, 
rupted Fru Kathrma, gravely. " I would not wish 
that the boy there should hear his godfather hesitate 
. to give a direct answer to such a question. Tell me> 
Arvid, which would you rather be — an honest, up- 
right man pursued by misfortune, or gain all worldly 
advantages at the price of selling your conscience, 
and treading the paths of vice ? " 

" It is very certain, mother, that I would rather 
battle with all the evils in the world, than be such a 
wretch as to cause grief to those who love me," re- 
plied Arve. " And do not fear, mother, that I shall 
forget the lessons I learn every day at our evening 
prayers." 

A quiet smile just parted Fru Kathrina's lips. 
She looked at Lieutenant Pehr, who answered her 
glance by another, which convinced her that at heart 
they had the same thoughts — the same trust, al- 
though the patient endurance of woman does not 
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always fall to the lot of man. At such times, when 
anything touched her feelings, Fru Elathrina always 
went to the window and busied herself with her bal- 
sams ; and from between their flowery branches tried 
to catch, unperceived, a glimpse of the wide ocean, 
while its low, murmuring, never-ceasing song, met 
her listening ear. 
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CHAR VL 

It was winter ; the snow-drifts rose higher and 
higher on the rocks of Tistelon; the large boats 
lay useless, fast frozen in near the shore, the small 
ones drawn up under their sheds, and the tackling 
laid to rest in the lumber-rooms after the toils and 
dangers of the autumn. Within the house, in a 
room into which scarce a ray of light penetrated 
through the window coated with ice, sat Haraldson, 
smoking his pipe beside the solitary hearth. He 
looked gloomy and thoughtful ; and the cloud that 
rested on his furrowed brow grew even darker as he 
fixed his eyes on the door at the further end of the 
room. This door led to a narrow dark passage, 
rarely visited by any one, as it was only through the 
entrance in front of the house that all common inter- 
course went on. The one above mentioned was 
used only by Haraldson himself and Birger, whose 
room was at the end of the passage. Birger had not 
as formerly spent the winter at Tistelon. Since the 
fearful night at Paternoster rocks he dreaded meet- 
ing Erika's look of purity and peace: he did not 
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return home after concluding their smuggling adven- 
ture, but set out on a long intended journey, 
stopping on his way back at Gothenburg, where he 
was at this time employed in studying navigation. 
So much for Birger's outward circumstances : of the 
inward man, we shall soon have opportunities of 
judging more nearly. At present we shall visit the 
chamber which, during his absence, was occupied by 
one to whom it seemed to serve the purpose of a 
prison as well as a sleeping-room. It was low, 
dark, and narrow, and looked even more dreary than 
the large apartment. A press-bed was turned up 
against the wall, its double bottom being used as a con- 
venient receptacle for secret stores ; the rest of the fur- 
niture consisted of several clumsy chairs, an old ship's 
desk, and the leaf of a table fixed between the win- 
dow and the wall: as a temporary addition, a rough 
folding-down bed had been placed, (probably to avoid 
the cold and driaft,) in the middle of the room. A 
pale sallow cheek rested on the snowy pillow ; and on 
the counterpane a thin hand was stretched out, the 
wasted fingers seeming ready to meet the friendly 
clasp of death. Beside the sick bed sat Erika, with 
bowed head and pale cheeks: grief, anxiety, and 
night-watching were plainly visible in her sunken 
eyes and languid movements; there was no longer 
the vigorous life in the whole demeanour that was 
VOL. I. P 
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wont to distinguish the healthy, energetic woman : 
something was evidently gnawing the fresh blossoms 
of her life ; but it was not mere sickness of the heart> 
forErika'swas imtouched: and hers was not the look 
of pining sorrow, produced by that species of suf- 
fering ; it was a struggle of the mind, rather than the 
heart — a constant dwelling on subjects that had 
nothing to do with tender emotions. 

*^ Let mehold the rope ! let me hold the rope 1 " 
exclaimed, in a piercing tone, the poor patient — the 
much-to-be-pitied Anton, whose senses, still unsettled, 
prevented his having any dear conception of what had 
occurred on the dreadful night of the smuggling ex- 
pedition, when his father had brought him home in 
a state of insensibility. A long, wearing illness fol- 
lowed, which Haraldson earnestly hoped might end 
his son's miserable life, and at the same time remove 
the possibility of his own crime being brought to 
light : but the selfish wish was not granted ; the 
flame burnt fleebly, neither living nor dying; the 
bodily powers were gradually returning, but the 
mist of the soul rather increased than diminished. 

^^ My poor Anton," said Erika, in her gentle 
soothing voice, *^ what would you do with the rope ?'* 

" I will let myself down by it. Let it go — let go, 
that 1 may hide myself I " And he shrunk together as 
iyf in terror, and drew the coverlet over his head. 
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** Why should you hide yourself, Anton ? Does any 
one want to hurt you ? " 

*^ Hush, hush ! don't speak so loud ; he will hear 
us : he always says I must be quiet, and say nothings 
because it was only necessity. But go away now, that 
I may let myself down below : he can't see me there." 

** Who can't see you, Anton ? who is it you fear ? " 

The boy laughed wildly. ** Don't be so simple, 
Erika, and think that I will tell you anything. Don't 
you see how he stands behind the door and threatens 
me. Oh, I won't tell ! I woxi't tell 1" he exclaimed 
aloud, as if defending himself. *^ You needn't be 
afraid; only don't beat me — not so hard — not so much. 
No, no, I won't telL*^ And the poor boy writhed from 
side to side ; while his piteous cries were terrible to 
hear : they pierced Erika's heart, and even reached 
the room where Haraldson sat. 

" Be quiet, boy ; nobody's hurting you," said the 
father, and drew near the bed of the suffering child. 
At the sound of his well-known voice, Anton became 
instantly silent, but every muscle of his face ex- 
pressed the mortal agony, he still had sufficient 
power over himself to restrain. The longer Harald- 
son fixed his eyes upon him, the weaker he seemed 
to become ; and after a time relapsed into that state 
of exhaustion, during which the influence of the 
P 2 ' 
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dreadful images that haunted him, was confined to 
the inward and unseen world. 

** I cannot conceive how you can look at him so," 
said Erika, as she turned to Haraldson with anger 
and aversion. " It is evident that your very look 
terrifies him out of his reason, whenever a spark of 
sense endeavours to burst forth." 

** What nonsense is that ? " replied Haraldson, 
harshly. " Is the whole house to be disturbed by his 
foolish screams ? " 

** The feelings of the family are certainly not so 
sensitive as to make it necessary to spare them at the 
expense of the invalid : besides, no one is allowed to 
come near the house. But it cannot go on m\ich 
longer in this way: I cannot constantly watch by 
him, however willingly I would do so. To leave him 
with you, would be dreadful ; for every time I return 
the boy is so terrified, it takes many hours to calm 
him." 

" I am used to do as I please, and will have no one 
preach to me," said Haraldson, who, in his son's ab- 
sence,- allowed free course to his violent temper. " If 
you choose to stay here, well and good ; and if you 
stay away I shall be all the better pleased, for the 
girl wants you: and as for the boy, I look best after 
him myself." 

" No, Haraldson,'my conscience will not allow me 
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to leave the poor boy in your hands : moreover, the 
duty imposed on me by your dying wife requires me 
to ask, if you can declare on your conscience that you 
do not know the cause of the boy's sufferings in mind 
and body ? He was well, that evening you forced him 
to go with you on your secret expedition. What 
happened then, Haraldson? — for that something did ' 
happen, I am fully convinced." 

" But I tell you that nothing happened, — except 
that the boy is spoiled, and used to sit by the stove, 
and stir the ashes all day, and so could not stand such 
infernal weather.'* 

" It is true, a severe chill might be the cause of 
his illness: but the derangement of his mind is 
clearly distinct from the bodily disease, however the 
latter may influence it; and it is singular that he 
constantly recurs to the same subjects. Why does he 
always wish to hide himself?" Haraldson darted an 
almost murderous look at Erika ; but she met it with- 
out flinching, and added, firmly, "Do not think to 
deceive me, Haraldson ; something did certainly 
happen that you wish to conceal." 

" Take care how you repeat that again," replied 
Haraldson, in a voice that shook with ill-suppressed 
rage. *^ You may keep your own foolish thoughts to 
yourself: but if you do open your mouth, prepare for 
the worst." 

F 3 
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^'How I do you dare to threaten me?'' exclaimed 
Erika, feeling that her safety depended on her pre^ 
eence of mind. ** Do you not know that I can leave 
. your house the instant I choose ? and that if you tried 
to prevent me, I would inform your people that you 
feared my lips might betray what I had heard here. 
Be on your guard: you know I am not easily 
frightened." 

Whether Erika's words or the news he had that 
day received, contributed most to bring him to reason, 
is xmcertain ; but Haraldson's features resumed their 
usual hard expression, as he replied, in a sort of con- 
fidential manner. "Well, if you take up the matter 
80 keenly, though I meant no harm, you shall hear the 
plain truth. The boy came in my way just as I had 
enough to do with the rags of sails in the storm ; I took 
him by the arm and threw him somewhat roughly into 
the hatch; he got a; knock on the head, which may 
have deranged his brain : but though of course it hap- 
pened by mere accident, yet you, Mamselle* Erika, 
who are so wise about most things, can easily conceive 
that I may be afraid of some evil report getting wind* 
People have always had an iU will at me — there's no 
need for my giving them anything to lay hold of." 

* This corruption of the French " Mademoiselle " is used in 
speaking to all unmarried females, above the class of servants^ 
and below that of the nobilitj. 
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Erika thought this explanation in some degree 
probable^ still it appeared to her very insufficient ; 
and she did not hesitate to express her opinion. 
** If the case is as you say, Haraldson, why do you 
always firighten the boy into silence ? If Anton has 
nothing to tell, except that you threw him down in 
your hurry during the storm, why do you think it 
necessary to keep every body away from the house ? 
No one will have any wicked thoughts about the 
matter, if you only make no mystery of it, though it 
has been too long delayed already; yet call in a 
physician now, to inquire into the case, and let one of 
the servants sleep in the room to assist in attending 
on him." 

** No doctor can help in this illness : life and death 
are in God's hand, and He will do as seems best to 
Him. There's no use for any one sleeping here, for, 
as I said before, I look after him best myself ; besides^ 
I shall have assistance soon, for I have heard to-day 
that Birger comes home next week." 

Erika spoke not another word ; the mere mention 
of Birger's name sufficed to silence her. After a long 
and painful pause, the cause of which was fortunately 
not known to Haraldson, she rose, and said they 
might now leave Anton, as he seemed to have fallen 
into a quiet and natural sleep. She turned back at 
the door, however, to ascertain whether Haraldson 
F 4 
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had also left the room^ and then hastened from the 
eick bed of the poor boy to the fresh rose — the little 
Gabriella. In our young heroine. Nature had ex- 
hibited her wondrous power of producing the sweetest 
flower from the most poisonous root. This tender 
shoot already displayed the most amiable and excel- 
lent qualities, which even the constant indulgence of 
every wish, of almost every fancy, could not ma- 
terially injure ; but it must also be added that she 
was indebted principally to her faithful and affec- 
tionate instructress that these good dispositions were 
fully developed, so as to bring forth fruit. It was 
not the first instance in which the effect of education 
— a well-directed education — has counteracted both 
natural and acquired defects. " The Rose of Tis- 
telon," a title she had received both from her uncom- 
mon beauty and her childish grace and sweetness, 
was now a lovely bud, and promised one day to merit 
the name, by which she was even now saluted by all 
the seafaring people who touched at the island. 
There was a charm in every motion of this child of 
nature ; and her step was so swift and bird-like, that 
one might have taken her for a little sylph, as she 
skipped amongst the rocks of her lonely island. Of any 
other world, Gabriella had but a very dim conception, 
for she had only been twice with Erika to church on 
the mainland, and only once (but of that she retained 
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hardly any recollection) with her father and mother 
to Marstrand: no wonder^ then^ that the desolate 
island contained all her imagination could conceive of 
beauty and magnificence. In the deep clefts of the 
rock; where the waters stood in pooK Anton sailed 
his boats ; while the delighted Grabriella sat by^ and 
» applauded their exploits. The Giant Cauldrons *,[^or 
rocky cavities, served her for play-rooms ; and there 
Anton brought her every day the most beautiful 
shells, the finest sand, and every thing curious that 
he picked up on the shore. With grateful affection 
GabrieUa clung to her younger brother : a day with- 
out him seemed a whole week. She had no enjoy- 
ment in anything that was not shared by Anton ; and 
much as she loved Erika, even she, could not prevent 
her sorrowful longings for her old playfellow. In 
such circumstances it is not to be wondered at, that 
this winter, a season that always interrupted their 



* These cavities in the rocks, known by the name of Jette- 
grytor, or Giants* Cauldrons, are numerous in several parts of 
the country, at various heights, some in process of formation 
above the present level of the sea, and are considered one of 
many proofs that the whole of Sweden has once been covered 
by the sea, from which it is still slowly rising ; they are formed 
by the constant motion caused by the waves, of a stone lying 
loose in a natural hollow of the rock, which it enlarges and 
deepens, until the surfaces of both become polished smooth : 
some are nearly twenty feet deep and six feet in diameter, and 
as high as five hundred feet above the level of the sea. 
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own particular amusements, seemed twice as long as 
usual to Gabriella. ** Will not Anton soon be well 
now? will he not come up stairs to-day? or may I 
not go down to him ? " were the questions she con- 
stantly addressed to Erika ; and they were also the 
first that passed her lips when she saw Erika enter, 
just as she was actively employed in dressing out a 
little fisher^girl as a bride, *^ Now, dear sweet BSkA, 
what did Anton say? Will he come up to-day? 
You told him, did you not, how I long for him ? 

" And BO does Anton for you, Ella. But he is 
worse to-day than usual : he is not able to leave his 
bed, much less to come up-stairs." 

" But I can go down to him, dearest Rika." 

" To-morrow, if he is better," 

"To-morrow! You always say that, Rika: but 
it is a whole month since I have seen him. I want 
so much to show him these curious shells, just like 
baby-houses. I got them from mother E!ajsa's Lena. 
Are they not beautiful ? " 

"Yes, very pretty; but Anton would have no 
pleasure in seeing them to-day." 

** Dearest Rika, don't be cross." And the little 
syren, whom Nature had already taught the use of 
all her advantages, crept up on Erika's knee, laid her 
cheek close to hers, and looked into her eyes with 
such an earnest confiding expression, that Erika 
yielded so far as to promise to take her to Anton that 
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evening. Gabriella, who did not dare to ask more, 
resumed her plaj with Lena., a little brisk stout girl, 
whom Haraldson, in a fit of unusual charity^ had 
adopted, because Lena's mother, who had for many 
years sold fish at Tistelon, had lately met with a 
dreadful accident, which caused her death : but their 
play did not succeed this time, for Grabriella's im- 
patience destroyed in a moment, all the preparations 
for amusement she had made the minute before. 

The much-longed-for evening came at last. Gabri- 
ella entered the sick-room, holding Erika by the hand. 
Anton sat half raised up in the bed, and was un- 
consciously pulling the cotton out of the counterpane. 
"Ella!" he exclaimed, joyfully, and stretched out 
his arms towards his beloved sister. " Thank God, 
you are come home : now you shall never go away 
from me again, and leave me alone down there in 
the cold, dark hatch, where I lay that night, when we 

went through . I must not tell you that, for 

father said it was only necessity. But, oh I how cold 
it is I the sea comes up even here. Look I I have 
drawn the sail so far up over me, and yet it will soon 
be wet. Take care, EUa ; you will get cold if you 
wade so through the water." 

Gabriella burst into tears, and^ half frightened^ 
threw herself into Erika's arms. "Dear Rika, Anton 
frightens me; he talks so strangely, and looks as sad 
as Birger did sometimes," 
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^* EUa, are you afraid of me ?" said the sick boy, 
sorrowfully. *^ Don't be frightened ; I shall be quite 
well if you sit here on the bed beside me, for then 
the water will not dare to come up, but will stay far 
down there. If you knew what lies there I Ah I 
but don't look down ; it would frighten you so that 
you would not be able to sleep for many nights : but 
I am forced to look at it always ; whether I will or 
no, my eyes turn that way," 

"But what is it you see?" whispered Gabriella, 
affected by the same kind of terror with which she 
listened to some dark legend. 

** I must not tell, or I would be beaten till I 
writhed this way." And then began the usual con- 
vulsive motion, as if he were trying to escape from 
blows. It was remarkable, however, that he did not 
scream, though his countenance expressed greater 
suffering than usual: stnd when Erika, who, with 
watchful care, observed every turn of the disease, 
asked him if he was in pain to-day, he answered, 
almost in a whisper, "Yes, dreadful pain; but I 
dare not scream, for then he would look at me, and 
that hurts me still more." 

When he grew calmer, Erika raised the trembling 
Ghibriella, and placed her on the bed. Anton's gentle 
caresses comforted her in some degree for her first 
reception ; but she was still uneasy, and looked with 
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childish fear at Erika whenever she moved to the 
other side of the room. At last, the boy, exhausted 
In body and mind, fell asleep, while Gabriella stroked 
his cheeks with her little hand, and fanned his bom- 
ing brow. 

" You will be quite worn out with all this nursing, 
Mamselle Erika," said Haraldson, in. a more friendly 
tone than usual, when she and Gabriella returned 
from the sick room. 

*^ No ; but I see that you think my attendance is 
not required, for my little sofa has been removed." 

" That is because I intend to be there myself till 
Birger's return. I shall take good care enough of 
the boy: and you may depend upon it, Mamselle 
Erika, though I may be rough, for that's my nature, 
and can't be helped, I will not do my own child 
any harm." 

" Perhaps you may not intend it ; but it is certain 
that a look from you, is enough to terrify Anton." 

" Not when we are alone : he is as quiet as a lamb ; 
I am never rough with him then. If you did not 
come down to him so often, he would soon be better. 
It would be easier for me to bring him round by 
gentle means." 

" K I could be sure of that, I would never come 
down again," replied Erika. " But God alone sees 
how it is. I cannot oppose you in this case; but 
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earnestly pray you not to be harsh to the boy, for I 

am firmly convinced severe treatment only aggravates 

the evil" 

. ** Why is papa cross to Anton," asked Grabriella; 

and looked wondering, first at her father, then at 

Erika. 

Bather annoyed at her own imprudence in having 
touched on this subject in the child's presence, Erika 
explained, in a few words, that diseases such as An- 
ton's sometimes required severe, sometimes indulgent 
treatment; and how difficult it was to keep the right 
medium. 

Gabriella was by no means satisfied ; and expressed 
her displeasure with these explanations: *^I know 
there is something you won't tell, Bika. I am sure 
papa beats Anton when nobody is there." And she 
began to cry as bitterly as if she felt the pain herself, 
" Why are you so cross to every body, papa? It is 
only to me you are good ; but if you are not kind to 
Anton too, I shall not love you the least bit." 

"Be easy, my treasure; I won't do Anton any 
harm ; so be comforted. When Anton wakes I wUl. 
give him the large picture he has so often wished 
for." 

Gabriella's beautiful eyes brightened. She nodded 
her little head ; and then ran up to her room, to have 
a few minutes' more talk with Lena before bedtime. 
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CHAP. VIL 

Batheb more than a week had passed away. It 
was twilight in the upper toom. Gabriella lay, with 
her new doll on her arm, asleep in a comer of the 
sofa; and Erika stood, oppressed by gloomy ideas, at 
the window, and thought of the moment, always 
drawing nearer, when she should see Birger agsdn* 
He had already been at home for several hours ; but 
uneasiness, which she could not overcome, had pre- 
vented her from going down to bid him welcome. 
One thought laboured in Erika's brain, and perpetually 
haunted her. Now it took the form of duty — now 
it appeared a sin ; and the constant attempt to solve 
the riddle, consumed her energies, without affording 
her any certainty on the subject. The scene which 
had occurred on the evening of what proved the night 
of murder, was burnt in upon Erika's memory ; and 
her active imagination constantly brought before her 
every separate circumstance of it. . Whatever Birger 
might in future become, every sinful action he might 
commit, to be laid to her account ! — Horrible ! 
And what consequences had her steady refusals al- 
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ready produced? Something had passed on that 
dismal night which had driven Birger from the island^ 
and which had deprived poor Anton of health and of 
the use of his senses. Erika could not utter the 
question, ** What was it?" but she felt certain that 
the answer, if she could receive it, would be fearful ! 
Often, when she had sat by the boy's sick bed, and 
seen his sufferings, and heard the confused outbreak- 
ings of his disturbed fancy, she had, with shuddering 
agony, asked herself, if she Were not the unintentional 
cause of all this misery. Only once had she had 
courage to utter Birger's name. Anton had then, 
with a violent start, turned away, with every sign of 
uneasiness and alarm ; and from that moment Erika 
had avoided giving any new excitement to the feverish 
dreams of the invalid. She kept her thoughts to 
herself; but, indeed, these thoughts were so bitter 
and distressing, that poor Erika often sunk under 
them. The disappearance of the revenue pinnace, on 
the same night that the smugglers were out, together 
with many words which the sick boy had let fall, and 
Haraldson's ill-judged watchfulness, had awakened in 
her mind, if not a belief, at least a dark suspicion, 
that Haraldson and Birger knew something of it. 
Sometimes she was misled by the circumstance of no 
trace of the pinnace having ever been found ; but, 
again, Anton's terrible words, ** that there was some- 
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thing fearful in the sea !" cast an alarming light on a 
subject which both her feelings and her understanding 
ptruggled against. Haraldson's story was the last 
stay on which she leant for support ; but it would not 
hold, for she knew him to be false, and remembered 
the threats with which he had counselled her to be 
silent : and her suffering under these dark and miser- 
able imaginings, which often confused her brain, per-? 
petually awoke the thought anew that she ought ta 
sacrifice herself — all her small hope of earthly happi- 
ness, for the great object of rescuing a fellow- creature- 
from perdition, and thereby preventing the atrocities^ 
which the maddened Birger, left to himself, might be = 
tempted to commit, Not without an icy shudder- 
could she think of uniting herself in marriage with a, 
man who, perhaps • . , • • No, she had not couragert 
to complete the fearful sentence. But were it so> 
whose was the blame ? A feeling, impossible to be 
described, shot through Erika's heart when she con- 
ceived the possibility, that she herself might have 
been the innocent cause of a fearful crime. Had shs 
not held Birger's fate in her hands, and at the mo-^ 
xnentous crisis, had cut the thread yrhich might have 
connected him with a better futurity — an upright 
life ? Ought it not, therefore, to be she who should 
sacrifice herself, for the bare possibility of jet being 
ftble to do any good ? " . 
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From this point of view, the moral side, Enka con- 
sidered the question: but it had another — that of 
justice. K Birger was a sharer in any crime, would 
it not be a sin that would degrade her in the sight of 
God, and in her own, to unite her fate with his? 
Would it not rather be her duty to search out every 
possible means of bringing it to light? And if her 
apprehensions were verified, did not the stern com- 
mand of justice require that she should give up the 
criminal? Such was the contest in the mind of poor 
Erika ; and it is probable that a better logician than 
she was might have been bewildered in such circum- 
stances. 

The necessity of attending to the supper obliged 
her to restrain her feelings. She must go down — 
must see Birger again : and what availed the delay 
of a few moments? The hour approached Erika 
entered the room, where Birger sat alone at a table, 
tracing with his penknife some lines on the thick 
board. Either he did not, or seemed not to hear the 
light step that always made his heart beat ; and Erika 
had time to remark the great change both his person 
and dress, had uudergone. His brown, but healthy 
complexion, had given place to a tint of olive-yellow 
on the cheeks and forehead ; the eyes were sunk under 
the heavy brows; and the mouth, which die had 
usually seen curled with a kind of scornful smile, had 
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now a totally different expression. Erika thought it 
betokened grief and anxiety ; even the look of rough 
wildness that had formerly characterised him, was now 
gone ; but in its place sorrow and passion, with united 
force, had left their indelible tracies on his whole ap- 
pearance. As to his garb, it was both of better and 
finer quality than what he had before worn on holi- 
days. But Erika recollected having heard that Birger 
had now passed his examination as shipmaster; it was 
therefore less remarkable that he wore a master's coat 
instead of the former jacket. 

" Good evening, Birger," said Erika : she could not 
prevail on herself to say "welcome." 

Birger rose; a shiver passed over his frame,— 
** Mamselle Erika !" He could not utter another word ; 
but the look that he fixed on her, contained such a 
depth of suffering, that Erika was shocked, and felt 
her heart thrill with compassion. 

"You have surely been ill, Birger?" 

" No, I have not been ill. Does Mamselle Erika 
tibink I am so much altered?" 

"Yes, indeed." 

" That is not much to be wondered at either : much 
has altered since we last met ; I am no longer what I 
was." A frightful paleness overspread his thin fea- 
tures at these words, and his eyes sought eagerly to 
G 2 
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scan all Erika's emotions. She could not endure the 
searching gaze, and cast down hers. He then added, 
more gently, "Has Mamselle Erika sometimed 
thought of my last leave-taking? " 

** Yes, assuredly : but I thought—'' 

/^What?" asked Birger, eagerly. "You thought, 
perhaps, I would not keep my word ? " 

Erika shuddered involuntarily at this question^ 
which seemed to convey the assurance, that in that 
case she had deceived herself. *^ I have earnestly 
prayed, Birger, that God would keep his hand over 
you." 

He regarded her with a look of indescribable an- 
guish. " God has not heard your prayer. "When you 
cast me off, you at the same time pronounced my 
doom." 

** No, Birger ; do not believe anything so horrible. 
I am only a poor sinful mortal, and acted according 
to the dictates of my feelings and my duty." 

"Duty! — ^yes, duty towards yourself." 

** Yes, certainly ; that is also sacred. Do you not 
consider that you owe any duty to yourself, Birger?" 

** Oh, yes I to be sure — «uch as the duty of self-pre- 
servation : to save my own life I try all sorts of means. 
Is not that as it should be, Mamselle Erika? — that 
is fulfilling a duty to one's self? " 

There was something in Birger's tone, more than In 
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his words, that froze Erika's blood. '* My meaning 
is not quite as you seem to understand it, Birger : one 
ought not to make use of any other than lawful means.'* 

" Yes ; but one is not always able to judge what is 
lawful or unlawful ; much depends on the state of 
mind we are in, when some difficult case comes across 
us. If the blood boils, so that reason loses its hold 
on a man, then he grasps at whatever means there 
may be, without much consideration whether they are 
lawful or not. I have read more this last winter than 
I ever did before ; and amongst other books I found 
one, which expressly declares, that there are men bom 
with the most savage and violent inclination to all 
evil, and who feel it an absolute necessity to torture 
others. Now suppose such an unfortunate wretch, or 
one nearly resembling him, — suppose such a one left to 
himself, or to the company of those who encourage 
his evil propensities, — where will they not carry him? 
think only if the passions of such a man have been 
roused to extremity, whether it be possible for him 
the next moment to reflect about the lawfulness of 
any means?" 

" It is astonishing," said Erika, surprised, ^* that you 

could adopt such a horrible idea, Birger I In this 

way a person might commit the greatest crimes, in 

the false conviction that he is driven on by an irresis- 
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tible inward impulse. But were it really the case, 
Burely such a person more than any other^ would re- 
quire to watch over himself, and constantly to contend 
against his sinful nature. But there is another thing 
that surprises me. I do not understand how you, 
Biiger, in the course of a few months, have learned to 
find words to express your ideas : your language has 
become more correct, but what you say appears to me 
more dangerous." 

"Oh, I have always had common sense enough, 
though my father thought it presumption in me to speak 
better than himself. As for book-knowledge, I have 
picked up that lately ; mostly now, during the winter. 
But neither of them profit me much 1" he added, with 
a deep sigh. 

" It is unjust to say so, Birger, provided you do 
not allow the last to work falselyj and bewilder your 
judgment. But have' you been within, and seen poor 
Anton, yet ?" 

At the boy's name the blood rushed to Birger's face. 
** No," he said, in qoiite a different tone ; ** his father 
is there now : I shall delay my visit till to-morrow.". 

" It is a strange illness," resumed Erika. " I have 
been much distressed by words that often escaped 
Anton in his delirium ; yet I have never discovered 
what caused this disturbance of his brain : to say truth, 
I cannot place much confidence in what Haraldson 
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says. YoUi Birger " Erika broke off suddenly ; 

she found she had already ventured too far. 

"You wish then to know from me, Mamselle 
Erika, whether it really is as my father says? — ^from 
me ? Have you then so much coniBdence in me, as not 
to fear that I, also, might impose upon you ?" 

Erika, after a moment's reflection, answered, *^I feel 
that I can believe you, Birger." 

" Thanks for these words ; they are the best I have 
heardforlong: but consider well, however, if you really 
wish to hear what I could tell, — ^think if you should 
repent of it afterwards ?" . 

"A proper warning, Birger; the truth might indeed 
prove a more grievous burden than uncertainty itself: 
I will not in any case bind myself by promises of 
secrecy." 

** A person who, after due consideration, chooses to 
hear any communication, is perhaps equally bound to 
silence as by* the strongest promises," remarked Birgen 

** Yes, that is very true : but " 

*^ We shall speak of this another time ; I hear my 
father in the passage. Meanwhile Mamselle Erika 
may be assured, that I shall never require her silence 
as a condition for what I may tell her : one who has 
a heart and understanding like hers, knows well enough 
what is right." 

Haraldson's return reminded Erika that the supper 
G 4 



Digitized 



by Google 



88 THE BOSE OP TISTELON- 

hour was already past. After haying finished her 
household duties, she went as usual ta the sick boy* 
During the last few days he had been more tranquil ; 
a new turn had taken place in his illness. When Erika 
drew near the bed^ his eyes were turning, with an 
eager yet pleased expression, alternately to each side 
of the bed: he did not observe Erika, but nodded in a 
friendly way to right and left, as though he saw some 
object, on each of the great wooden knobs, by which 
the bed was fastened together ; after a little he said, 
in a very kind and gentle tone, " I have expected you 
so long this evening." 

** Ah ! they are his angels," thought Erika, with 
a sweet feeling of gratitude, as she recollected that the 
return of these fancies, was always a symptom of an 
improved and calmer state of mind. Anton had often, 
when Erika watched by him during the night, con- 
fided to her as a sacred thing, that two beautiful 
children, more beautiful than Gabriella, though very 
like her, came and sat by him for long hours, each on 
its comer of the bed ; they did not always sit still 
however, but moved about, sometimes along the sides 
of the bed, though never so near as to toudi him : 
one of the angels, as he described them, was always 
dressed in white, and had a sweet expression of hap- 
piness in its countenance ; the other, on the contrary, 
which was much more gaily dressed in rose colour. 
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looked very sad: but both were beyond expression 
lovely, and seemed to like being near the poor invalid. 
*^ I will listen to him," thought Erika, who, though 
occupied by her own distresses, could not but feel the 
deepest sympathy for poor Anton, The boy now ad- 
dressed his little visitors in a voice so soft and en- 
gaging, that Erika understood that he fancied he had 
heard one of the angels speak. *^ So I you have not 
been away from me, you say, though I have not seen 
you for so long? That was very kind of you! 
But I wish to see you always, — I love you so 
much I But," continued he, with an inquiring glance 
to the right side, ** tell me, you little red darling, 
why you always look so sad? It grieves my heart 
when you fix your eyes so upon me." He was silent 
for a few minutes, seeming to listen with the utmost 
attention, then broke forth in a tone of surprise: 
** The Angel of Life I do you say ? So, so, — pain 
and sorrow ? You grieve for me : but do not grieve 
for that. You give the best you have; and you 
can't help it if worms grow in your green apples ! 
Be comforted. Oh ! such pretty curls I — lean your 
little head forward that I may stroke it. Now don't 
look so sad : when you are a little bigger we shall 
often play together, along with GabrieUa. And 
who are you then ? " asked Anton ; and turned 
to his more cheerful comrade on the left side. 
Again followed a short silence, after which he ex- 
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claimed^ as before, with surprise, "You offer me 
light and blessedness for ever? — you, who are 
the Angel of Death ? " He seemed to consider this. 
** Oh, yes 1 when I see you come nearer the pillow, 
then my sickness inclines to death ; but when your 
brother comes near, then it inclines more to life. 
Was it not thus you said ? Thanks, thanks : but keep 
off now ; do not spring so backwards and forwards, — 

you may fall and hurt yourself. You smile, you ^ 

Don't go away from me ! — ^no, no, stay here, both of 
you," Here his tone suddenly changed to one of 
despair. " No, no, I will not die 1 — ^it is so dark down 
in the deep sea, where they lie all together beside 
Paternoster rocks!" 

A cold shudder ran through Erika's frame. '^ My 
forebodings," she said, softly ; and grasped the bed 
almost convulsively. 

Anton uttered a cry ; all his pleasing fancies were 
dispelled; and in violent agitation he cried out, " See 
there — there they are I — ^see how they rise above the 
water 1 Let me alone 1 let me go — I am innocent ; I 
only stood there and looked on ! " 

Erika put her arm firmly round the boy. " Lie 
still, Anton, dear," said she, in the calmest tone she 
could assume; "it is I — it is Erika who is beside 
you. Are you conversing with your angels? They are 
sitting there so nicely on the knobs, and watching 
over yoxL" 
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."Oh, Indeed! are they there still? They are so 
good! It is pleasant that you can see them also," said 
Anton, who, recallfed to the happy illusion, continued, 
*^ But, Erika, they don't sit any longer where they did : 
see how they jump up and down. Do you see which 
of them is nearest to me ? 

"Yes, the pretty angel with the rosy dress is quite 
close to your pillow." 

" That is good, — I see it now 1 " And he nodded 
to right and left. 

" Your little companions beg you will sleep, Anton ; 
they promise to watch by you, and send you pleasant 
dreams." 

" Well, I believe I am sleepy ; but, Erika, I will first 
whisper something to you." He put his lips close to her 
ear. ** If you see the white angel come too near my 
pillow, then drive him away." 

She promised to do as he wished. And poor 
Anton presently fell asleep ; but Erika went to her 
room to suffer from waking dreams ! 
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CHAR VIIL 

BiRGER had already been a fortnight at Tistelon, 
without either he or Erika having sought an oppor- 
tunity of renewing the important conversation : he 
was almost constantly beside Anton, but during the 
first week Erika could not get in to see how they 
agreed together ; she was thus in ignorance as to the 
impression made on the invalid by seeing Birger 
again ; she must own, however, when Anton's chamber 
was again open to her, that the effects of that impres- 
sion had been very salutary. Anton was now silent 
and quiet ; his thoughts were often connected, and he 
showed no dread of seeing Birger beside him : but 
then Birger's endeavours to direct his brother's 
thoughts, and to engage them in various ways, were 
wonderful; he contrived to put aside all recollections 
of the past, or to direct them so, that they had not their 
former power over the poor boy's excitable imagina- 
tion. Erika could not understand how it was possible 
for Birger, to whom all such peaceful and quiet occu- 
pations had always been foreign, to have such command 
over himself, that he, with unwearied attention and 
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eelf-denial, devoted himself completely to tending the 
fiick lad : she also remarked a kind of sympathetic 
melancholy in the looks of the brothers, and could 
not but observe that Birger's daily more sunken cheek, 
fixed eye, and drooping head, gave him a striking 
likeness of Anton; while, on the other hand, the energies 
of the boy began gradually to return, till at last, after 
a few weeks, he was able to walk round the room, sup- 
ported by Birger's arm. The pale boy, who had 
grown much taller during his illness, smiled kindly 
on every one who approached, or spoke to him : but he 
himself scarcely ever spoke a word ; a quiet melan- 
choly was depicted on his features, and in all his 
languid movements. 

One evening, while Gabriella, who was now once 
miore permitted to be alone in the room, with her so 
much longed-for playmate, was sitting on a footstool 
at his feet, listening attentively to the history of the 
two beautiful angels, Erika was walking to and fro 
in her chamber : her thoughts were with those whom . 
the loss of the revenue vessel had made fatherless ; 
and the agonizing feelings which were always excited 
by this subject, held her in such a state of complete 
abstraction, that she did not remark a gentle knocking 
at the door, till it was again repeated. 

Erika knew that there was but one person in the 
household, or on the lonely island, who would thus 
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announce himself; and she therefore opened the door 
herself, rather than by the usual " come in ! " betray 
the emotion into which the three light knocks had 
thrown her, and which would inevitably have shown 
itself in her voice. It was indeed Birger, who once 
more visited the upper room. 

Erika stood silent, apparently perfectly cold and 
calm, but in her heart, it was far otherwise. There 
dwelt there anxiety, suffering, prophetic anticipation 
of the coming confession and its consequences — per- 
haps the misery of her whole life : she was seized 
by an imutterable dread, even before Birger spoke. 
But what need was there of words ? His looks an- 
nounced the worst that her imagination had already 
conceived. Exhausted by the violent inward conflict, 
Erika sat down: her eyes encouraged Birger to 
speak. 

" You have, then, resolved to hear me. Ma- 
demoiselle Erika ? " 

She bowed her head. 

*^ Tell me fiirst, frankly, that we may be spared as 
much as possible of the melancholy subject, what you 
have suspected, and what conclusions you have drawn, 
from Anton's disconnected words." 

" Those suspicions have been horrible, Birger. I 
fear to utter in words what I have constantly sought 
to stifle as a wicked delusion.'' 
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"Mamselle- Enka," said Birger, in a tone of 
the most intense earnestness, " we must now express 
our thoughts openly. Subterfuges and evasions, I 
think, we would do well to exclude; they waste 
time. Will you give your straightforward opinion?" 

^^ The pinnace 1 " gasped Erika. She could not uttei* 
inore than that single word. 

But it was enougL There had ah-eady before 
been an expression on Birger's countenance which 
alarmed her by its gloom : now his features worked 
in such a fearful manner that it was with difficulty 
she restrained a cry of terrw. Some minutes passed ; 
Birger measured the room with long strides: it 
seemed to cost him the utmost effort to subdue his 
feelings. At last he stood still before Erika, and said^ 
in a low but piercingly distinct voice, " It is so; — the 
revenue officer and his two men perished by my hand 
and my father's. The pinnace, we scuttled and 
sunk." 

Erika's head sank on her breast ; the floor heaved 
under her feet. What she felt was too deep, too 
dreadful, to permit words to find a passage from her 
lips; neither could her thoughts arrange themselves 
— they were overwhelmed in the abyss that she had 
so long foreseen. 

^^Mamselle Erika," said Birger, and bent down 
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towards her, " do you know why I have revealed a 
secret to you, which prudence urged me to conceal." 

Erika turned away her head with an agonized 
movement 

*^ You have not heard me yet I" continued Birger, 
** Will you not hear me ? Will you dismiss me with 
your hatred and contempt, without hearing further ?'* 

** What I may hear further," answered Erika, with 
effort, " can signify little, after what I have already 
heard. My conscience tells me that I am in a manner 
an accomplice in your atrocious crime, if I do 
not " She had not courage to finish the sen- 
tence, 

A bitter smile passed over Birgelr's lip, '^ Is it so, 
then ? " he said, coldly and calmly, *^ You will de-^ 
Xiounce us, Mamsclle Erika ? " 

<^ My heart is agonized by the thought of such si 
step. But how should I be able to live under the 
same roof with " 

**With a man whom you yourself have made a 
murderer !" Birger broke forth, apd his eye flashed ^ 
piercing reproachful look on Erika, 

** This is too much I God in Heaven look upon 
my misery 1 " sighed the oppressed womto. And her 
strong mind had no longer power to stifle the natural 
expression of distress, — she gaye way to a burst of 
tears. 
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Birger had never seen Erika weep. Her emotion 
softened the bitterness in his heart; only regret 
for having thrown her into such a state, remained. 
*^Mamselle Erika, calm yourself and hear me!" 
he entreated, almost humbly. *^I do not demand 
secrecy from you ; I wish not to control your actions: 
I only desire that you will let me say all that lies on 
my heart ; and then if you still retain your resolution, 
be assured that I shall leave you, never to return. 
This evening shaUJecide my fate. Sport with it no 
more, I implore you : you have seen what the con- 
sequences may be." 

^* Let us delay till to-morrow ! I cannot endure 
more now ! " 

*^I cannot suffer longer delay," resumed Birger. 
" It has lasted too long already. Now I must have 
certainty ; for if this worthless, wretched life, is to 
continue, I shall assuredly take such measures as will 
isoon rid me of it. Something must be determined 
on ! " And without waiting for an answer, Birger 
described first the wild madness which possessed him, 
when, after having humbly entreated her to give her 
promise, he had been rejected a second time. The 
confusion of his mind when he left the island, he 
averred, was such, that while it continued, he could 
have committed any act whatever, without having a 
^tinct consciousness of it before or after. He thm 
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related the whole affair with the custom-house boat, 
— his father's proposal, — and the return of reason 
for a few moments, banished again directly by the 
maddening recollection of having been cast off at the 
very instant, when he wished and hoped, to turn to a 
better way of life. He omitted nothing. In the 
whole account there was an evident, though, perhaps, 
an unconscious, reference to the effect that JErika's 
conduct had had, in causing the conmiigsion of the 
crime. At the same time no word yet glanced at 
the hope, or even the wish, that she should share his 
solitary criminal life : and Erika began slowly to 
recover her eelf-possession, when he added, " So 
wicked could I be. ... I could in the madness of 
passion commit a crime that exceeds in horror all 
that I have ever heard of. But what do you think 
followed ? Remorse. Ah ! remorse has a dreadful 
sound — terrible to hear, and far worse to feel it as 
I have done, and do still! I have been in a fearful 
state; I have suffered, prayed, watched, and wept 
tears from my inmost heart — tears of blood I but 
they have not availed to wipe out my sin, or lessen 
my agony of conscience. Only a few times have I 
felt, as it were, a drop of balsam fall on my smarting 
wouiid ; and it has been when, by ways that no one 
suspected, I sent help to the two sons of one of the 
seamen of the pinnace; the other had neither wife nor 
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child. For the two poor boys, who are also mother- 
less, I have provided so far, that the one is bound 
apprentice to a trade ; the other, who was resolved 
to be a sailor like his father, sails now with the new ' 
lieutenant: and neither of them shall want help, 
though I must never appear in it This, Mamselle 
Erika, is all the good that I can bring forward 
againat so much eviL I see too well in your eyes 
how little that is. But think what I have endured 
through those long nights that seemed to have no 
end. By day I can command myself better ; f or I 
would not that all men should read that which is 
only between me and my God." He was silent 
a few moments: Erika, too, was silent; she had 
not a word to say to the miserable repentant man. 
"Mamselle Erika, is it not said in God's word" 
said he, and sought in vain to meet her down- 
cast eye, " that no sin is so great — no blame so 
heavy, that it may not be forgiven on repentance 
and amendment ? Alone, I am not able, as I have 
already told you, to accomplish that work ; my dis- 
position contends against it: but you, Mamselle 
Erika, you, who are so good and gentle, an angel of 
light — you could, that I know, yet make me a 
different being 1 But I s.ee by your looks you think 
otherwise ; your conscience tells you to denounce us. 
H 2 
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Do, then, as you will ; but consider well the conse- 
quences ! You will involve yourself in a tedious 
investigation, without being able to prove us guilty ; 
for that never can be done, because there were no wit- 
nesses : we positively deny everything, and are dis- 
charged. There will remain to you then, only the 
recollection, that you have utterly destroyed a being, 
whom you could have saved, and rescued from eternal 
ruin." 

The terrible struggle in Erika's breast began 
-anew. " Leave me three days in peace," she sighed : 
•*' I must have time to compose my distracted 
thoughts." 

^^ Subterfuge ! in three days, or three weeks, you 
will be just as much perplexed. Never will you 
reconcile yourself to the dreadful idea of being the 
wife of Birger Haraldson till it is irrevocably done ; 
then, I know you too well, not to be certain that 
you will fulfil what you have once undertaken." 

" Do as you will, Birger," said Erika, painfully 
raising her head ; " if you will not wait those three 
days, that I may recollect myself, and arrange my 
thoughts, then leave me : for, so help me God ! this 
evening you shall not force another word from me." 

Birger saw the steadfast^resolution depicted on her 
countenance. To obtain such a wife, it was worth 
submitting to the condition she required ; although 
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Birgcr held it to be a proof of great weakness ttf 
yield to a woman's will : but that woman was Erika* 
He left the room softly, and merely said, in passings 
** In three days I shall come again.'* 

During the whole of this time Erika did not leave 
her room. She spent the, days in thought, and the 
nights in prayer : a book of devotion was her only 
companion. Innumerable were the schemes she 
formed to escape from her fate. Perpetually was^ 
she pursued by the horrible idea that she was thel- 
exciting cause of Birger's crime ; and that if she now 
should reject him, when the deepest remorse spoke 
in his every word, she herself might one day implore 
mercy in vain. Justice, indeed, urged her to give 
up the criminals ; but she acknowledged it would be 
useless, as she had no evidence. She could leave the 
island ; but that would renew all Birger's distraction, 
— all his evil propensities, leave the motherless 
Gabriella without protection, and give up the poor, 
weak-minded Anton, for whose sad situation she also 
blamed herself, to the mercy of Haraldson. Could 
she do that? Ought she to sacrifice aU these beings 
only to save herself? — and for what an existence ! 
Erika's heart, free from aU selfishness, a heart open 
and sensitive to what she believed to be her duty, 
-7- that simple, gentle. God-fearing heart, triumphed 
over all the conclusions of reason. On her knees 
h3 
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she implored the great Judge of thoughts and actions 
to witness her intention^ and to forgive- her if she 
misinterpreted the command that was inscribed on 
her conscience, to lay aside every earthly consider- 
ation for the furtherance of Grod's kingdom; for, 
firm and deep was Erika's conviction that she, by her 
self-sacrifice, would bring a sinner to heaven-. 

The third evening came: but we may not raise 
the veil which ought to rest on the union of Birger 
and Erika. The deeply repentant man — the self- 
devoted woman, — God saw them, and marked their 
vows : but men marvelled, as they always do, at that 
which they cannot understand. 
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CHAP. IX. 

*' Lend me yours ! mine are so dim," said Fru 
Amman, and held out her hand for Lieutenant Pehr's 
spectacles. " I camiot for my' life imagine what this 
is about ! " And Fru Ejithrina examined both sides 
of a letter, which she held bett^een her finger and 
thumb. 

'^ Yes, it is certainly, very remarkable ! " said old 
Askenberg, with as much curiosity as his com- 
panion. ** As far as I can remember, you have not 
received a letter since our good Amman's disappear- 
ance, and that will be five years past in autumn." 

" I don't know the seal ; but at any rate there is 
nothing to be discovered there 1 " said Fru Amman, 
as she clipped the paper round it with her large 
scissors. The letter was then unfolded, and read 
aloud, as Fru Kathrina had no secrets for the old 
invalid. 

" Honoured Madam, 

" I know not whether an old acquaintance 
of the worthy Amman is yet remembered by hia 
wife; but. • • . •" 

h4 
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" I will just look at the signature," said Fni 
Amman, interrupting herself, and spelt out the 
somewhat indistinct name — * Isak Grabriel Palm- 
quist — Ah ! surely I could never forget that ex- 
cellent man. An honourable man he was, and is 
now, I'll engage, — the collector of the customs in 
H , dear brother ; truly that was not a man to 
be soon forgotten! Don't you remember, brother, 
how Amman always praised him ? When we were 

stationed at H , he was my late husband's patron ; 

while Amman (though I should not say it) was the 
collector's right hand. But let us see — how was it 
again — * Honoured Madam' — So polite ! yes, he was 
always polite I " and now she read half aloud, till she 
took up the unfinished sentence — "I have a lively 
recollection of you, my dear Fru Amman, as well, as 
of your excellent coffee, your pretty balsams, and 
your spirited boy . . . . " Here Fru Amman pulled 
out her handkerchief, while one tear after another 
fell upon the letter. ** God bless him 1 there are 
not many men like him in the world I He did not 
think himself too great to sit down in our little room, 
and take a cup of coffee with us: but there have 
been many changes of rain and sunshine since that 
time. It is always a pleasure, however, that does 
one's heart good, to see one's self remembered." 

" My dear Fru Amman, I have lamented from 
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my inmost heart, the sad fate which has befallen you i 
but I will not speak of it, that I may not open the 
wound anew : enough — Amman was an honourable, 
upright man, with a firm and courageous soul* He 
did his duty in the service, like a man, and fell 
a sacrifice, perhaps, to his too great zeal: God 
alone sees into that mysterious afiair, and he will 
judge. 

** I have made inquiries into your circumstances ; 
and have heard that, as far as concerns daily bread, 
want does not stand at the door. God has given you 
a good support in the worthy old Lieutenant Asken- 
berg ; and I am convinced that neither does he 
neglect the interests of his friend's son. My present 
object, indeed, in writing to you, is, to express my 
earnest wish to be able to do something for the boy's 
welfare. Jf he has a turn for business, I could 
procure him some advantageous situation ; but if he 
incline for the revenue service, I am just at present 
In want of an expert derk in the custom-house* 
Whatever knowledge he may be deficient in, for his 
new occupation, I am sure he will make up for, by 
his industry, and willingness to learn. I shall, be- 
sides, look after his interest, as being the son of my 
good friend Amman, and provide for his future 
advancement, to the best of my ability. You may 
place your son with me, with the fullest confidence: 



Digitized 



by Google 



106 THE EOSE OP tistelon; 

trust me, it shall not be abused. If you accept my 
proposal, it would be desirable he should be here in 
the course of a few weeks. In any case, I shall ex- 
pect a few lines in answer ; and subscribe myself, 

" Your old and faithful friend, 

^^IsAK Gabriel Palmquist." 

" Now see, that is really something I " exclaimed Fru 
Kathrina, with sparkling eyes, as she took the spec- 
tacles from her nose, and gave them back to old 
Askenberg. "Only see, brother, how the Lord 
holds his hand over the fatherless, and comforts the 
widows in their affliction. First, the good God sends 
us our dear Lieutenant Pehr, who has been a faith- 
ful support to us in weal and woe ; and now, when 
I have been daily sighing in my heart, — ' What 
is to become of that boy ; he is now nineteen 
years old, no less, and has never yet been away 
from home ! ' — there, He who can help all who are 
in need, looks upon our trouble : praised be His 
mercy ! " 

" Well, well, sister ; but Arve has not been so 
badly off after all! He has not been throwing 
away his time uselessly : and that he is not already 
a mate, or, as the saying is, *^fit to fill a man's shoes,'* 
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is not my fault, but yours, sister, who have always 
opposed his inclination for the sea. Further, I have 
nothing upon my conscience in regard to the boy's 
education : that he can write, cast accounts, and has 
double the knowledge necessary for a custom-house 
clerk, he may thank his having been kept at home ; 
and by his trips with the new revenue oflScer, he has 
acquired skill for the profession, in case he should 
one day follow in his father's footsteps." 

" Dear good brother, do not take amiss what I 
said! it was not meant as you think," said Fru 
Kathrina, quite disconcerted by the unusual circum- 
stance of the Lieutenant's being seriously angry. 
But old Askenberg had his share of self-love as well 
as other people, and therefore fek not a little 
annoyed that Fru Kathrina should con^idier Arve's 
having been kept at home, as any such great evil. 

But the old man's wrath was speedily disarmed by 
his faithful companion's evident embarrassment and 
vexation ; and taking his short pipe from his mouth, 
he said, quite cordially, ** Excuse me, dear sister, if 
I mistook you : but there was no need to fear for 
the boy — he was sure to grow up a proper man : 
that was all I meant." 

** Oh yes I surely, I shall not dispute that, brother. 
I would only say, in all simplicity, that what has 
happened, is for the best. It could not answer, in 
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the long run, to keep him from going out into the 
world; it does young men good, to prove their owu 
strength betimes : and as to what concerns qualifi-» 
cations, I hope, with God's help, the work will do 
credit to the master." 

Fru Kathrina at these words nodded significantly 
at the lieutenant, who, by this well-timed compli- 
ment, felt himself perfectly conciliated. 

'* I wonder," said he, as if nothing had occurred, 
** when we shall have Arve home again ? " 

** Oh, that will probably be neither to-day nor 
to-morrow," said Fru Kathrina, and offered the 
lieutenant a pmch of snuff. " He is really bewitched 
with that seal-shooting: but then he gets good pay-* 
ment for the skins ; and noble he looks, my hand- 
some boy, when he comes back, with his high seal- 
skin cap on his head, and his shooting-pouch over hid 
shoulder. Often the tears come into my eyes when 
I look at him ; he reminds me so strongly of dear 
Amman, the first time he came to court me." 

The ^rst time?" interrupted the lieutenantr 
" Did you refuse him, then? " 

A bright blush, which did not misbecome Fru 
Amman's pleasant countenance, betrayed her recol- 
lection of the occurrences of former days. ** Dear 
brother, every one has their weaknesses in this world. 
There was a time when I, in vanity and folly, prided 
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myself on the form"] that God had given me, and 
listened to the flattering nonsense of fine gentlemen. 
Amman, who at that time had left the nayy, and 

become commander of the coast-guard in H , 

seemed to me, much below my pretensions. But the 
Lord, who chastises in many ways, punished my 
vanity : I took the small-pox very badly, and there 
was an end to my fine complexion. When I rose 
for the first time after my illness, I cried my eyes so 
red, that I made myself much more ugly than I was 
before ; and afterwards I cried for a loijig time no 
less bitterly, because I was now leftix) sit alone : but, 
as I have since often said, and always thought, * The 
Lord is the guardian of fools : ' my trial was to be my 
happiness." 

" I should like to hear, now, how that came 
about," said old Askenberg, and pushed his chair 
nearer to Fru Kathrina. 

** You see it was a fine evening : I remember it as 
well as if it had been yesterday. We had put rye 
out to dry in the sun ; and I sat in the yard and 
wound yam, that I might at the same time guard 
the seed from our neighbours' four-footed beasts, and 
our own poultry. Well, as I said (will you take a 
pinch, brother), there I sat, and wound, and thought 
that it would have been better for me, if I had not 
despised the offer of the revenue officer. He meant 
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well by me, and would certainly have continued to 
love me in the days of my misfortune (for you imder- 
stand I still looked upon it as a misfortune that I had 
lost my beauty) as in my best sunshiny days. But 
now several years had passed since that time. 
Amman had got a custom-house vessel, and was 
called lieutenant, and cared little enough, no doubt, 
about her, who did not know better how to prize her 
good fortune. Yes, just so, ran my thoughts, when 
some one behind me, gently touched my shoulder. 
I looked round, and almost screamed with joy, when 
I saw Amman standing there, looking so kind and 
pleasant, and bowing to me; but immediately the 
small-pox came into my mind, and the ugliness it had 
left. * It is a pleasure to see Lieutenant Amman,' 
said I ; and I stood up, and made as low a curtsey as 
the great confusion I felt, would allow me. 

*^*It is a very long time since we have met, 
Mamselle Dahlstedt,' said he. * I hope all is well 
with you.' 

" At these words I very nearly burst into tears. 
But I took courage, and instead of answering, asked 
him to come in. * Father was in the workshop, but 
I would inform him of the visit.' 

^^The acquaintance wats now renewed; and after 
this, Amman came regularly every blessed week. But 
however much I liked him already, for I had begun 
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to discover his great worth, I would not let him see 
it, in the least degree ; for there was still so much 
pride left, as made it hard for me 'to bite at the 
rejected cake:' and so he was long in uncertainty 
whether he should make another attempt; but at 
last Love pulled him so hard by the sleeye, that he 
determined to try it again. 

" One forenoon, at the hour when my father used 
generally to be in the workshop, Amman dressed 
himself, and set out from his own house. As he 
went down stairs he said to himself, * Now, if I first 
meet an old woman, I will turn back again, for that 
bodes ill-luck and crosses ; but if I meet a dog, that 
is lucky, and I will go on.' And you'll see, brother, 
that the Lord had his hand in the affair; for scarcely 
had he turned the first comer, when the burgo- 
master's great dog, Karo, came running to meet him, 
wagging his tail so friendly and joyfully. With a 
light heart Amman then passed through the church- 
yard to our house. Now you must know, that I was 
in the outer room sifting meal, and had happened 
unawares to wrap round my head, to keep the dust 
from my hair, a red-and-yellow silk handkerchief, 
which Amman had left behind when he went home 
the night before. He used always to come in the 
evenings, when I had done my work. You may 
think how I was taken aback, when the lieutenant 
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walked straight in and said, * You are heartily wel- 
come to it, Mamselle MajsenJ The handkerchief 
becomes you so well, that it should never be laid 
aside.' 

*^ ^ I beg your pardon,' said I, and pulled the hand- 
kerchief hastily from my head. * It \ras a mistake : 
I thought in my hurry it was my father's.' But I 
was not used to lie, and the blush of shame rose to 
my cheeks. 

** * Dear Mamselle Majsen,' he began again, an^ 
sought to take my hand, which made his new black 
clothes all mealy, * God grant I may be permitted 
to give you something more than that trifle. I will 
not speak of the last year's snow — my courtship 
some time ago ; but if I might now offer myself to 
Mamselle Majsen, and she would accept me, no 
one would be happier than L' 

" My heart was in my throat. 1 thought of my 
miserable pride, of my punishment, the ugly small- 
pox, and God knows what ; and so slipped in all 
modesty behind the meal-barrel, for I was ashamed 
to say *Yes.' But the good man, who saw well 
enough what hour the clock had struck, came always 
nearer and nearer, till I don't know how it came 
about, but he took me by the hand, all mealy as I 
was, and led me into the parlour. Father was sent 
for ; and when he heard all about it, he took off his 
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nightcap^ and said ' Amen : ' and bo all was settled^ 
and I was betrothed." 

" Well, that is really a pleasant story, sister," said 
the lieutenant, stroking his chin ; " very pleasant in- 
deed. I can well believe it was a very lucky thing 
that pretty Mamselle Majsen took the small-pox." 

" Ay, it was indeed ! Pride goes before a fall : 
but God in His goodness corrected me by the lightest 
chastisement. It was not till afterwards I discovered 
that, and saw plainly that some worse misfortune 
might easily have happened to me, if I had not taken 
that blessed small-pox at such a seasonable time. . . • 
But, bless me 1 I have not watered my balsams to-day. 
I must not neglect them ; for if they were to die, my 
daily joy and comfort would be gone." And Fru 
Amman hastened to the window with a large jug of 
water to refresh her favourites. 

**I would wager," said old Askenberg, smiling, **that 
some dear remembrance attaches you to these flowers. 
I have observed that you take far more care of them, 
than of their neighbours." 

Fru Amman looked good-humouredly at her old 
friend; and there was something indescribably affec- 
tionate and even grateful, in the glance which next 
fell on the beautiful balsams. 

" I see they have a history of their own: and since 
VOL. I. I 
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you have got into the way of relating, — come, let 
me hear it." 

" Oh yes ! why not ? I need not be ashamed of 
my love for them. From the very first day I got 
them, or rather their predecessors — for these are only 
off-shoots, you understand, — they have brought plea- 
sure to me ; and many times it has been my comfort 
to see them bud and blossom, for then I have always 
thought of the first day that they ornamented my 
window. You see, brother, my parents christened 
me Maria Kathrina : but in my young days, when I 
had, not had the small^pox, and was flattered and 
spoiled, I was always called ^Majsen,' or ^pretty 
Majsen*;' which I liked very well, though I pre- 
tended not to care about it. But now it so happened 
that the first of my name-days which occurred after 
my betrothal with Amman, was Saint Kathrina's. 
Arnman came early in the morning to wish me joy, 
carrying imder his arm a flower-pot with a fine tall 
balsam in it, and round its stem was wound a slip 
of paper which I preserve to this day ; and upon this 
sUp, within a little wreath of prettily-painted Forget- 
me-nots, appeared the name of * Kathrina.' *I don't 
know/ said Amman, as he offered me his gift, * if it 
is mj' bad taste, but Kathrina sounds better to my 

* Swedish for May. 
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ear than Majsen ; and if you really love me, let me 
call you 80 henceforward.' I understood Amman's 
meaning ; for, as sly as he was, he thought the name 
of Majsen recalled the time when I was pretty 
tod vain. Kathrina suited my new circumstances 
better; I was pleased with the change, — resolved 
in my heart to be always worthy of the new name, 
and from that day I never was called anything else 
but Kathrina." 

"And you have kept your word, sister," Lieu- 
tenant Pehr struck in here, in a tone which testified 
the emotion with which he had listened to the 
simple history of the balsams. 

" But it is your turn now to narrate, brother," 
said Fru Kathrina, as she picked up her knitting, 
which had fallen down. " I have never known how 
it came to pass that you have lived a bachelor all 
your life long." 

" Oh ! that story is soon told," said the old invalid, 
with a kindly smile. "When I was young I never had 
time for courting, although I was two or three times 
pretty warm about the heart ; and when I grew old, 
it was too late. If I had not had my friend 
Amman's house to retire to, for winter quarters, 
when I was no longer fit for service, I might even 
then have looked about me for some discreet woman. 
But it is best as it is. I have always found myself 
I 2 
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SO well off in your society, my dear sister, that I 
have never felt the want of a wife, who might not, 
perhaps, have given me half such kind and friendly 
attention as you have done." 

** You are too good 1 It is we who are your 
debtors, brother," said Fru Kathrina, much delighted 
with the compliment. " But, my dear lieutenant, the 
clock has struck twelve, and the cloth not laid yet I 
Will you just be so good as to put up the leaves of 
the table, while I look into the kitchen, and see 
whether Annika has not burnt our dinner during 
our long chat." 
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CHAR X. 

That mighty power, wHch, with certain step, makes 
its progress through the world, portions out dark- 
ness and light, and on its way alters all circumstances, 
opens and shuts the eyes of men, overthrows manners 
and customs, makes new laws, and extirpates the 
most rooted prejudices, — in a word, ftW, which can 
do all things, had done much even for the spot of 
earth to which we have given the name of Tistelon. 
Five years had given many things there a different 
appearance. For instance, if we now look at that 
sloping shelf of rock, upon which the former cottage 
and its additional buildings had been crowded 
together, we find that the rock has been blasted, 
filled up, and levelled, and now presents the appear- 
ance of a neat square court, surrounded by a sub- 
stantial wall. The cat, which before sat amongst the 
fragments of bait in the lobster-pots, now ats in the 
sun, on the threshold of the handsome new house, 
with three windows on each side of the projecting 
front, in which are two smaller ones, shaded 
by light green curtains. The sun, that gilds 
I 3 
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all things, shines brightly down on the plantation, 
which now entirely conceals the rugged ground be- 
hind the house. All this announces that the seal- 
hunters, the suspected pirates of Tistelon, like many 
others who have gathered together sufficient pro- 
perty, have built a house, and now live in a comfort- 
able manner, give the poor of the parish their 
appointed support, with perhaps a meal now and 
then besides, and show to all a friendly hospitality ; 
by which good conduct, they have in a short time 
acquired the name, credit, and estimation, of respect- 
able people. Such was in fact the case. The 
smugglers had abandoned their former occupation. 
Birger's marriage with Erika was necessarily followed 
by a great change in their mode of life and family 
arrangements. 

Captain Birger Haraldson was now the ruling 
power : the old man had a room for himself, where, if 
he was sometimes visited by compunction respecting 
his past pursuits, he more frequently lamented the 
want of them. His occupations now consisted in 
the still much-loved seal-hunting, and in super- 
intending the blasting of rocks, for the purpose of 
making more commodious paths over the island. 
Anton lived at home; his derangement had in the 
course of years decreased, but the elasticity of youth 
was gone — a pining melancholy being, he wore away 
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his life, silent and unnoticed. Whole hours he would 
ut on the pier, staring into the water, with a fishing- 
rod in his hand, which he commonly forgot to draw 
up again. If disturbed by any one, he would start 
up hurriedly, take his fishing-tackle and seek some 
other spot, where he hoped to be unmolested. On 
his thin face and pale lips, no trace of gladness was 
ever seen : and if a faint smile did appear, it was 
undoubtedly called forth by her whom he could least 
withstand — the tender-hearted Grabriella, who wil- 
lingly gave up all the pleasures she knew, for the 
greatest, that of amusing Anton. 

But Birger and Erika, — how was it with them? 
Just as might naturally be supposed. Erika, the 
virtuous, sensible woman, with a light and cautious 
hand, turned the restless, half-savage man from the 
pursuits in which he had formerly been entangled. 
Birger had built a galliot, which he commanded 
himself. While he was absent, Erika ruled the 
household ; for even old Haraldson, who feared, more 
than loved his son, did not venture openly to contend 
with the apple of his eye— ^ his wife. 

When Birger returned home in the autumn Erika 
was the first at the pier to welcome him. She had, 
then, always some new arrangement within the 
house, or improvement of some sort, with which to 
surprise and please her gratefal husband. And 
I 4 
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Birger was grateful. He would have ■ borne any 
suffering, to have guarded, from even the smallest 
vexation or .trouble, her who had sacrificed her life 
to him. At the same time it must be told, to the 
honour of the feelings of humanity within his breast, 
that never did he enjoy his happiness fully, or un- 
alloyed; the tortures of conscience gnawed at his 
heart : and dear as home was by Erika*s side, he yet 
longed for the spring, when, by constant activity, he 
might deaden- the uneasiness which nothing could 
overcome. 

In Erika's heart — a temple . of genuine piety — 
there existed a strong and resolute capacity for the 
fulfilment of the duties she had undertaken ; but 
there was also room for a grief which neither time 
nor circumstance could obliterate — the grief of 
having united her fate to that of a — murderer. 

With pious resignation, therefore, she regarded 
what would otherwise have been a subject of regret 
to her — the being childless. Might not the deed 
committed at Paternoster rocks be one day disco- 
vered? Erika's heart shrank with agony at the 
thought. " The Lord doeth all things well," she 
would then sigh: *^ better to suffer alone, than to see 
beings to whom we have given life, deplore it as the 
most fatal of gifts." And then, comforted anew, and 
recovered from the agitation which remembrance of 
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the past or dread of the future alternately caused 
her, Erika quietly held on her way, benefiting every 
one around her. She, in particular, bestowed a 
mother's tender care on her foster-daughter; and 
Grabriella loved Enka so fondly In return, that she 
had scarcely a thought which was not shared with her 
second mother. 

One sultry July evening, an unusual degree of 
activity was observable in the new house at Tistelon ; 
even the indolent Anton assisted willingly in carry- 
ing and arranging things in the boat. Haraldson was 
to go out on a seal-hunt ; and Gabriella, who had 
often asked leave to accompany him on such an 
expedition, had at last prevailed on the old man to 
gratify her wish on the present occasion, when the 
new boat was also to make its trial voyage. Erika, 
who never willingly left her charge, had resolved to 
be of the party ; and the preparations were not few, 
as they proposed both to breakfast and dine, on an 
island which lay at some distance. 

At last the company were all in order, and on 
board ; for, before sunrise, the shooters must lie con- 
cealed among the rocks, upon which the seals climb 
up to sun themselves. Gabriella was enchanted: 
she had so seldom had opportunities of leaving her 
island, that the most insignificant trip from home 
delighted her, and was considered a kind of epoch in 
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her quiet life. Erika had often thought of makiiig 
some change in their solitary existence, but all pro- 
posals for intercourse with the nearest towns had 
come to nothing, principally on account of her own 
reluctance to extend the narrow circle to which she 
had become accustomed. There was also a feeling, 
or rather an instinctive impression, which withheld 
Erika from seeking to be intimate with any one. 
She knew that if the veil should ever drop off, every 
one would draw back from GabrieUa with detesta- 
tion and contempt ; and she was the only person for 
whom such a sacrifice could be contemplated : and 
then, what would have been gained? Would not 
the poor girl, in that case, feel an additional suffering, 
which ignorance of the world might spare her? But, 
on the other hand, it was not right that her young 
lively mind should long in vain for some variety. 

** We must think of it," said Erika to her 
husband; "we must try to procure some suitable 
amusement for Gabriella." So, to begin with, several 
pleasure-sails took place, of which the present was 
one. 

" How happy I am 1" exclaimed the delighted girl, 
as she skipped upon the benches like a little sylph. 
** It was very kind of you, papa, to let me come out 
to try your new boat ; it cuts the waves so fast, it is 
a delight to look at it." 
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** And don't you see the little awning I have made 
for you?" said Anton, pointing to an outspread sail, 
under the shade of which he had laid some cushions 
and warm coverings. 

^' Oh yes, dear Anton, to be sure, I see that also : 
when the eun shines very hot, Erika and I will sit 
there ; but, just now, it is more pleasant to be here. 
See, Hika, how the sea shines so pretty and clear, 
like our large mirror in the guest-chamber. I don't 
know why we have not often, before now, gone with 
papa to the seal-shooting ; but we shall make up for 
it after this." 

" If you were to go often, dear Gabriella, you 
would soon weary of it," said Erika, " Do you re- 
collect how, a few years ago, you longed to have a 
garden ? You thought you could never tire of work- 
ing in it, and that nothing could be so pleasant as to 
look at, and water, the flowers you had raised your- 
self. Anton dug up a little spot for you beside mine : 
the flowers bloomed ; and for a long time you could 
not leave them. But you tired of taking care of 
your garden : weeds grew all over it, and the poor 
roses died because you no longer cared about them." 

** I don't know," said Gtibriella, while the blush of 
shame rose to her blooming cheek, " why it did not 
always continue as pleasant as at first." 

** If you think of it, this is often the case with the 
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good and agreeable things we have daily at our com- 
mand; and it is only by enjoying our pleasures 
sparingly that they retain their value. If you were 
to sit up several nights in the week for the purpose 
of going to sea, it would soon be as tiresome as you 
think it pleasant just now. Do you not believe it 
would?" 

'^ I believe all that you say, Erika : and to-morrow 
I shall begin again to work in my garden. It shall 
not be given up a second time, I promise you. You 
know I was only a child two yeats ago ! " 

^^But now you are a grown-up girl," said Erika, 
smiling ; '^ twelve years old ! " 

*^ Twelve^ you say ! You always say twelve : and 
I shall be thirteen in winter ! " 

*^ Go in, my puppet, and lie down in the house that 
Anton has made for you there," was Haraldson's 
advice, who feared his darling might take cold in the 
night air; and who, besides, always felt a certain 
dissatisfaction when Erika " preached to Gabriella," 
OS he called it. 

*^ No, dear papa, I would rather not lie down ; I 
like so much to look at the sea. Ah ! if one could 
only get sight of a mermaid, or a pretty little elf, how 
nice it would be. Did you ever see anything of that 
kind, papa, when you have been all night out at 
sea?" 
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** Oh 1 I have both seen and heard of them In my 
day 2 but the mermen don't like people to talk about 
such things." 

'* Well, then, we shall let the mermen alone. But 
the elves — they surely will not be angry if we speak 
of them. I remember a story that Kajsa, the fish- 
woman, told me when I was a child. I shall tell it to 
you; lor, as I sit now and look at the clear water, it 
comes quite clear to my mind. Will you hear it, 
papa?" 

*'Ay, ay, you may say on." Haraldson nodded 
his head; and after he had put up the sail, con- 
tinuing to hold the rope in his hand, he took his pipe, 
and sat down by Gabriella, who, quite elated, began 
her story. 

** Well, there was once in a foreign country a king, 
(so Fish-Kajsa said,) who took a fancy one fine even- 
ing to go to his bathing-house, and sleep there all 
night ; he thought it must be so pleasant to sleep and 
wake by the sound of the waves : and the little room 
was built close to the sea. After he had amused 
himself a long time listening to the sound of the 
waters, he fell asleep at last, but awoke suddenly on 
hearing a soft and deep sighing as if from some person 
near. He raised himself up, thinking it was only a 
dream ; but he soon heard that there was really some 
one panting and shivering with cold outside the door. 
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He instantly sprang to the door, opened It ;. and only 
think !^— there sat amid the foam, which rose high 
over the steps, a young woman, so beautiful that the 
king had never seen anything like her. She had 
such long black hair that it reached to her feet, but 
her face was as fair as the wreath of sea-roses that 
she wore on her head. The king thought it would 
be a sin to let the beautiful lady sit there and freeze 
in the water, so he took her up in his arms, and car- 
ried her in, and laid her on his bed ; but, in the 
morning, when he was going to wake his companion, 
he saw her suddenly jump through the window into 
the sea, so that the water splashed over her ; and then 
the king saw, with great horror, that all the lower 
part of her body was an ugly writhing serpent, with 
rough scales> and found that it was a mermaid or 
sea-elf! — Was not that horrible, papa? " 

" I have heard worse 1 " said Haraldson, who was 
by no means free from superstition respecting the 
inhabitants of the sea: "but it is unlucky to speak 
about such things." 

'^ There is no harm in it," said Erika. " I am sure 
Grabriella does not believe her story, but only relates 
it as an old legend, which, as such, is amusing 
enough." 

" Must I not believe it ? " asked Gabriella, with a 
little mortification. FishrKajsa never told any but 
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true stories ; besides, Kiijsa herself often saw both 
mermaids and elves, when she was out at sea, fishing 
in the night." 

*^ And was she so familiar with them that she was 
not afraid ?" asked Erika, smiling. 

'^Fish-Kajsa was never afraid," said Grabriella, 
proud of being able to give such good authority. 
*' She learnt from her husband, an old experienced 
fisherman, that if you only take out tinder and strike 
fire, they will disappear ; for they have never been 
able to endure fire-sparks since Thor struck them 
down with his thunderbolt." 

" Fish-Kajsa was a very sensible woman," re- 
marked Haraldson, and took a large pinch from his 
snuff-box. 

" Yes, she was so very amusing," said Gabriella. 
** Do you remember, Anton, how many stories she 
told of Necken ? Ah I if you would sing the pretty 
ballad that I like so much I Do sing, sweet Anton ! 
it will sound so beautiful out here on the water: 
the tears always come into my eyes when I hear 
poor Necken's lament." 

** It makes me sad too," said Anton, who often in 
his secret fancies during his wanderings on the sea- 
shore imagined that he himself was Necken. But 
Gabriella, who did not know this, persisted ; and at 
last Anton began his melancholy song, to an old 
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national melody, with a naturally fine plaintive 
voice : - - 

^* I am no knight, though I seem such to be ; 
I am poor Necken, who dwells in the sea ; 

In the torrents and foaming waters ! — 
A vaulted arch is my home below, 
Where no one can rest, and no one can row, 

And no one can have a nighfs quarters.** 

'* Now the other also, dear Anton, that tells how 
when Necken had taken the form of a bold knight, 
and had carried off the beautiful princess, when the . 
priest at the wedding asked him where he came 
from,— do sing that too 1 '* 

And Anton sang — 



*^ In the sea was I bom, and there do I dwell. 
There shaped my court-garments you see look so well : 

*' My father and mother are billows so wild. 
Sticks and straws are companions of me their child: 

** Small rest we enjoy in the waters below, 
For they are so many who over us row I" 



"When the knight sung thus, the poor princess 
was afraid," said Gabriella, and wiped a tear from 
her sympathising eye. *^ Hear, Erika, how sweetly 
she prayed to be allowed to return, and said, — 
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*' At home weeps my father, at home weeps my mother, 
And at home weeps my sister, at home weeps my brother.** , 



*^But then Necken answered," Interrupted Anton, 
with a wild smile, and resumed his song, in a kind 
of mocking tone, — 

" At home let those weep, who even weep may. 
But ne*er oh the green earth again shalt thou stray ! ** 

'* And then he drew his bride down with him into 
the depths of the sea, and she was never heard of 
more." 

Gabriella sighed, and leaned her pretty young face 
so far over the edge of the boat, that it almost 
touched the water : she seemed to wish to look 
through the transparent mirror, and see what won- 
derful mysteries lay hidden there. 

'^Do not look down so long," said Anton, who 
continued gloomy and strangely dejected. " You may 
chance to see wrecks and men's bones. There ar 
plenty of them below there." 

" That is the reason," Fish-Kajsa's Lena says, ^Hhat 
cries are heard from the sea. Have you heard that, 
papa ? that such poor people as have been lost at sea, 
cry aloud every night ? " 

** Don't talk such nonsense!" said Haraldson, 
sharply, whose credulity here took another direction. 

VOL. I. K 
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** If Lena fills your head with such foolish stories, 
she shall soon be obliged to tell them elsewhere." 

" Why are you angry at this one, papa? The one 
is no worse than the other: she heard them all 
from her mother. And you said yourself, just now, 
that Fish-Kajsa was a sensible woman ! " 

" I think you might Ue down for a while," said 
Haraldson, without entering into any further expla- 
nation. ^' See, Erika has leaned her head on the 
cushions. Creep you in there also I It is chilly in 
the morning dawn." 

Somewhat unwillingly GabrieUa obeyed ; but she 
never closed her eyes : she lay and spoke low to 
Erika, till the boat at sunrise lay-to at the island 
they were bound for. 



J 
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CHAP. XI. 

'* Now you must all be as quiet as possible," said 
Haraldson to Erika and Grabriella, who were pre- 
paring to follow him up the rocks. *' Come here, 
my pet, and I will hold your hand; it is slippery 
here on the rock after the night dews." 

" Oh, I can take very good care of myself, papa; 
I can climb as cleverly as a little goat : only do you 
go on before, papa.'' 

"Well, keep quiet behind me — very quiet ! Don't 
chatter, or scream if you should stumble." Aftei ' 
these directions, Haraldson took his rifle in his hahd^ 
and led the party. 

"Oh dear, how delightful this is I" whispered 
Gabriella, pressing Anton's arm. "Ah I if we could 
manage to shoot a great many seals! " 

A look from Erika reminded the lively little gbl 
of her father's admonition. But if she might not 
talk, at any rate she skipped so lightly that her feet 
scarcely touched the stones. 

The silent party soon got so high on the summit 
of the rocks, that they could look down upon the 
K 2 



Digitized 



by Google 



132 THE EOSE OF TISTELON. 

other side; and it was with the utmost difficulty that 
Gabriella restrained a cry of joy, when she, with the 
others, perceived on a flat rock, level with the 
sea, a huge seal, rolling itself luxuriously back- 
wards and forwards, and seeming thoroughly to 
enjoy the first beams of the sun. 

*^A famous catch 1" whispered Haraldson, and 
made signs to Gabriella to keep perfectly still ; then, 
without loss of time, he slowly and steadily raised 
his rifle, and was in the act of putting it to his eye, 
when, to his unspeakable vexation and amazement, a 
shot was discharged from beneath the shelf of rock. 
*^ As I live, the shot has hit it ! " Haraldson burst 
forth in his usual rough tone, *^ That's what I've got 
for your nonsensical chat in the night ! Didn't I say 
it brought misluck to speak of such things ? Now 
we need never think of getting a single seal this 
day." 

While Haraldson gave vent to his vexation, a 
tall slender youth started forward from his hiding- 
place, and sprang like a roe-buck over the rugged 
rocks, to get down to the animal, from whose side a 
stream of blood poured forth : nevertheless, seeing 
his enemy advancing, the seal roUed suddenly over 
the rock into the sea. The young man meantime 
hurried on, and before the creature disappeared in 
the water, dexterously darted a small harpoon into 
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its side ; he then let the seal plunge down, but the 
short line that was attached to the harpoon was 
quickly run out, and now a violent contest com- 
menced : the bold youth seemed not inclined to part 
with the end of the rope; he held fast with one hand 
by a cleft in the rock, and in this way the struggle 
lasted for some time : at last the hunter was forced to 
let go his hold ; he sprang up suddenly, threw him- 
self into the sea, and disappeared for some moments 
from the eyes of the astonished beholders. 

" I think that was Necken himself ! " said Gabri- 
eUa, whom liVely interest in the scene had so en- 
chained hitherto, that she had been quite silent. 
'* But what do you think, papa? If that was a seal- 
shooter, he will surely be drowned; and that would 
be terrible I " 

Haraldson was too much engrossed to answer: 
but Erika reminded Gabriella that, since Necken 
was believed only to be met with in rivers and 
streams, he could not be found in the sea ; conse- 
quently the young hunter must be some bold inha- 
bitant of the adjacent coast. 

'* Ah ! if he would but come up again 1 " said 
Gabriella, impatiently. '^Papa, cannot you help 
the good hunter ? We could go out in the boat and 
take him in." 

*' Be • easy, my girl, there's no danger," said 
K 3 
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Haraldson^ and pointed towards the sea. " Look if 
there is not the rascal come up again 1 *' 

Such was indeed the case; but the expert seal- 
shooter disappeared again directly, and then rose to 
the surface in the same way several times : at last 
they saw him swimming slowly and with much 
exertion towards the shore ; when he had succeeded 
in reaching it, he swung himself up on the rocks, 
and c£i,utiously dragged after him the seal, now dead. 

" Well done, boy ! " cried Haraldson, who, de- 
spite his mortification at not having got the prize 
himself, was too old a sportsman not to be pleased 
with the scene. '^ But, by my father's knee-breeches I " 
added he, with an air of superiority, ''either 
your hand is not very certain, or you have had a 
rascally bad gun ; for one can never depend on kill- 
ing the beast unless you hit him on the head." 

/' When you see him lying before your eyes, I 
think you have no reason to say I was not sure of 
him," said the hunter, smiling, and slapped his arms 
on his sides, so that the water splashed high from 
his clothes. *' Had I chosen, I could easily have shot 
the dog dead on the spot ; but then I should have lost 
the best part of the sport — the letting him drag me 
about in the water: it is so refreshing when the 
waves dash over one's head : and, if he got the better 
of me, and dragged me deeper down than I was 
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inclined to go, then I had always the choice of let- 
ting go the line ; but that has never happened to me 
yet : besides, I can tell you something that perhaps 
you don't know, that the oil ia never so clear and 
pure as when the animal himself works the blood out 
of his body." 

The active sportsman now looked round a little at 
his new companions, and his eye rested with an open, 
happy expression on the pretty Gabriella, who with 
great surprise Hstened to all the information the 
shooter communicated. 

*' You are a sharp fellow," said Haraldson. ** Who 
taught you seal-shooting ? " 

" I have taught myself, for the most part ; but I 
have likewise not neglected the instructions I got 
from Uncle Pehr, our old lieutenant, who shot many 
scores of seals in his day. And my father was a 
good shot also; it would have pleased him to see 
how I took to the sport." 

Erika, in whose foreboding mind the suspicion had 
already arisen, that she here saw the son of the un- 
fortunate coast-guardsman, felt convinced, at the 
name of the old Keutend-nt, that it was indeed the 
case. She dared not look at Haraldson, but turned 
away in a state of alarm which increased every 
moment. At last she directed her eyes to Anton, 
but his attention had not yet been awakened; and 
K 4 
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Erika hoped this danger might be avoided, when 
Gabriella hastily inquired, '^ Is your father dead, 
£dnce he cannot see what a clever shooter you are ? " 

** Yes," answered Arve, dejectedly. " My father 
Is gone ; but God only knows where his body lies. . 
It will be five years In harvest since he disappeared, 
with both the custom-house boat and the men." 

A hollow, inarticulate sound from Anton's lips 
drew the attention of all to him. *^ That's his way, 
poor thing ; his senses are not just right in order," 
said Haraldson to his new acquaintance, with such a 
freezing composure, that Erika's blood ran cold. 
'* How is it with you, boy ? " The rough father 
turned to his pale, crazed son, and drew him hastily 
down the rocks with him to the boat. 

Anton struggled. " Let me go, let me go I I 
am as silent as Paternoster rocks I" he muttered, 
gnashing his teeth. '^ Let me go ; don't drag me 
so : my head Oh ! oh I it grows dark again ! " 

A beneficent swoon closed the sufferings of the 
poor youth for a short space of time. In his still 
muscular arms Haraldson carried him to the small 
tent made of the sail, but had not attempted any- 
thing for his recovery, when Erika arrived, and, 
by a piercing look, admonished him to assist her. 

The old villain of Tistelon feared his son's wife, 
for he dreaded that BIrger had entrusted her with 
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the secret of their crime; and the idea at times ' 
made him shudder with apprehension : but he com- 
forted himself with the hope that, even if Birger. 
had been so mad, no wife would betray her own 
husband, whatever his crime might be. 

" Give me the wine-flask," said Erika. " The 
poor boy's agitation has been too strong for his 
weakness ; but he must not be left without help to 
recover him." 

" I think he would do less harm as he is," said the 
old man; but obeyed, nevertheless, because he 
could not stand the expression in Erika's eyes. 

Meantime Arve conversed with Gabriella. Hq 
was enchanted at having found such a pretty well- 
dressed little girl, and wondered no longer at the 
name she bore in the neighbourhood ; for he knew, 
by the men who accompanied her, that they were 
the inhabitants of Tistelon he had met with. *• When 
I next go out to the seal-shooting, I shall visit your 
island," said he. " You have a pretty house : it is 
seen from a great distance." 

" Oh 1 yes, it is very pretty," said Gtibriella; ^'but 
yet it is lonely, for strangers seldom come there. 
I amuse myself sometimes with standing upon the 
highest rock, and nodding to all the passing vessels 
and boats. It is always as if I expected some one." 

*'That must certainly be me," answered Arve, 
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laughing; "but you shall not have to wait long 
nowl" 

"That is good! I shall then show you my 
room, which is in the little projection in front." 
**Did you ever see my green curtains, when you 
have been passing by? There are not such nice 
curtains in all Marstrand. I got them from papa: 
they are of silk entirely, and as thick as the skin of 
that seal there." 

"Yes, yes I your father has scraped together a 
great* many things, I dare say," said Arve^ in rather 
a contemptuous tone, which Gabriella did not ob- 
serve. Arve had heard much talk of the old wreck- 
plunderer of Tistelon. However he said nothing 
more, for his natural delicacy and kind heart forbade 
him to wound the innocent. 

"Yes, we have such a quantity of beautiful things," 
resumed Gabriella ; " you should only see them I 
But there will be no pleasure in them all," she added, 
casting an anxious look at the boat, " if Anton does 
not get welL When he is sad or ill, I cannot be 
happy." 

" Is the poor boy really weak in his mixid?" 

" Yes ; so papa says : but I think he has as much 
sense as anybody, and sometimes a great deal more. 
It is only now and then his malady breaks out, when 
anything happens to excite him very much : but this 
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is very seldom the case; and indeed I don't remember 
when he had the last attack." 

" I am sincerely grieved for him," said Arve, sym- 
pathisingly. " But I thought your father spoke very 
harshly to the poor boy." 

** That is only papa's way," answered Gabriella, 
blushing at the observation. But, as some apology, 
the young daughter added, embarrassed with the 
scarcely-understood feeling of wishing to justify her 
father, ^' They say that such an illness as Anton's 
sometimes requires severe treatment, otherwise it 
might grow worse." 

"What a sweet good little girl I" thought Arve, 
and looked at her with a remarkably pleased ex- 
pression. 

" Could you not come with us now?" asked Ga- 
brieUa, who was not particularly fond of silence. 

" No I Willingly as I would do so, I must not 
think of it^ for, you see, I left home the day before 
yesterday: and I know very well that already both 
my mother and the lieutenant are going up to the 
attic-windows to look out for me. And I never 
disappoint my mother of any pleasure when I can 
help it." 

" That is well thought and said," remarked Erika» 
who now returned with a basket on her arm. " May 
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we ask you to take a little breakfast ? It will taste 
well after the morning's work." 

Arve accepted the invitation with evident pleasure: 
and the flat part of the shelving rock was spread in 
haste with the best of Erika's stores. Three round 
stones, rolled forward by Arve, served for seats : and 
thus, illumined by the morning sun, with the high 
blue heavens for their roof, the rugged rocks for 
their floor, and the sea all around them, sat the little 
group, in a very romantic situation, and enjoyed their 
breakfast. 

In the minds of Arve and Gabriella, where there 
were no bitter remembrances to disturb the pure en- 
joyment of a fine morning and a pleasant meeting, 
all was light, peace, and happiness. As for Erika, 
her eyes only smiled ; she preserved her even calm 
manner : but inwardly she was more moved than she 
had been for many years ; and the agony she felt in 
exercising the kindly duties of hospitality towards 
the son of the murdered lieutenant, was so oppressive, 
that nothing but the necessity of giving the young 
man a perfectly calm and polite reception could have 
compelled her to such a desperate trial of her forti- 
tude. But in Erika, as in all who have been made 
the confidants of a crime, fear was ever on the watch. 
She thought that if they all left the young seal- 
shooter in the same strange and hasty manner as 
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Haraldson and poor Anton^ he might conceive sus- 
picions, which, once awakened, might lead — she 
dared not think how far. 

When breakfast was over, it seemed to Erika that 
she had suffered as long as was necessary, and she 
therefore reminded Gabriella that they must soon 
return to the boat. It cost our young heroine not a 
little, to part so soon from her new acquaintance ; but 
Erika's look admonished her to make haste : and after 
Arve's proposal to accompany them to the boat had 
been declined, the little party took leave. Arve 
threw his prize over his shoulder, and went to the 
other side of the island, where he had left his boat ; 
and when Gabriella yet once more turned to look at 
him, he had planted himself on one of the highest 
crags, from which he waved his sealskin cap over his 
head, as a last adieu. 

When Gabriella tripped again over the landing- 
place to her father's boat, she found a sad change 
had , taken place there. Haraldson was morose ; 
Anton was sitting shrunk together in a comer, 
without looking up ; and all pleasure was evidently 
at an end. Gabriella looked roimd her dissatisfied. 
** Where are we going now?" she asked, and pulled 
her father by the sleeve, as he paid no attention to 
her question." 
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" Home !" answered Haraldson^ in a tone to which 
his petted darling was not much accustomed. 

She persisted, however, in inquiring why they were 
to return home, when as yet no seal had been shot, 
and only one island visited. 

" It's enough for to-day : another time I shall go 
alone to the shooting. Where there are women and 
fools every thing goes topsy-turvy. I said, when 
we came out, that you ought to leave off prating about 
such things as all sensible people hold their peace 
about." 

When GabrieHa saw that the return home was 
positively decided on, she wept with vexation at 
seeing herself defrauded of a whole day of pleasure. 
She stopped crying, however, very soon, and said, 
a little pettishly, "Well, I shall sail as much as 
I like when Arve Amman comes with his boat; and 
that will be very soonl" 

"What's that you say? Is the fool coming to 
Tistelon?" And Haraldson, who thought Erika had 
invited him, gave her such a look as would have 
frightened any other woman. 

But Erika answered, with much dignity, " If he 
comes, which, however, I have never heard of, he 
shall be met with civility, like other strangers whom 
I receive in my husband's absence." 
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Haraldson made no reply; but his whole frame 
trembled with passion, because he dared not silence 
Erika, as he wished to do. His wrath, however, was 
unnecessary on this occasion. Days, weeks, and 
months came and went, and in vain Grabriella stood 
on the highest point of the island, and looked for 
the yoimg seal-shooter. He came not : and before 
they met again, circumstances had changed in many 
ways. 
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CHAP. xn. 

** ' If the wind is scanty, you must tack,' your father 
used to say. Remember that, my son I In the house 
of a stranger, the son of a stranger cannot find him- 
self at home. The collector is certainly an exceedingly 
respectable and excellent man ; but you will not be 
among your own people, — the town is not like a 
little fishing-village. You must learn to bear with 
much, and also to remember that others must have 
to bear with you ; and, as I said before, if the wind 
is scanty, then you must tack." 

*^ Yes, that is a good proverb," answered Arve, and 
pressed kindly the hand that held his. " I intend to 
take it as a rule, and not lose heart at the first 
rub. The worst will be the parting from home. 
I don't consider myself particularly soft-hearted ; but 
I do not believe that many boys who go out into 
the world, have to leave such a tender mother as 
mine," 

There was an emotion in Arve's voice that richly 
repaid all Fru Amman's cares and anxieties for her 
only child. " The Lord is strong in the weak I " said 
she, devoutly. " If /can bear the parting, Arve, you 
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can do it more easily; you are a man^ as your 
father's son has a good right to be." 

" That is true ; and, with God's help, I shall never 
disgrace him. But it is still all so new, that I have 
not rightly collected my ideas yet. When I came 
home, I never thought of any greater expedition 
than some of these days to take a row over to 
Tistelon; for the Kose that blossoms there is more 
beautiful than all your balsams, mother: I never 
thought that there could be such a pretty little girl 
in the world, as the sweet Gabriella." 

"Are you now, there again?" answered Fru 
Amman, with ill-concealed vexation. ** I don't know 
how you can think of such nonsensical things, when 
such an important affair as your going out into the 
wide world is in consideration 1 " 

"Into the wide world?" repeated Arve, smiling. 
" It is not so great an affair, either, to sit in a 
custom-house office and copy letters." 

" Ah ! you know nothing about it : there will be 
a great deal more to do in the long run, than to sit 
and write. But Rome, was not built in a day. I have 
already told you, that in no way is an honest man so 
apt to make enemies, as when he has anything to do 
with the customs, whether on shore or at sea. In 
both cases, occasions occur when he must give offence 
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to others. Only wait; and if God spares your life till 
then^ you will prove the truth of my words." 

" But if those offences are in the line of my duty, 
from which I cannot depart without failing in what 
I owe to the service, I shall concern myself very 
little about friend or foe ; I shall go straightforward 
on my way, and incline neither to right nor left; 
nothing shall induce me to wink, when I ought to 
keep my eyes open." 

" So thought your father, the blessed soul . . . yet 
I know one occasion . . . ." Fru Kathrina stopped 
short. She was a prudent woman, and considered a 
moment, whether she ought to reveal to her son a 
weakness in his father: but if it would be useful, 
if it would show Arve that boasting in imtried 
circumstances was no merit, then surely her blessed 
husband would not have disapproved of it. Fru. 
Kathrina therefore resumed, with ^ kind of solemn 
earnestness, ^^Yes, my child, I know one occa* 
sion on which your father winked, and did not 
let the left hand know what the right hand did; 
therefore it is best to let big words alone, and not 
trust to one's own strength. There is a feeling (Grod 
be prsdsed for it I) that can even turn a false step 
into a blessing." 

<^ And \fhat is that?" asked Arve, with some 
surprise. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE ROSE OF TISTELON. 147 

'* Humanity, my dear son. You may well believe 
that if any thing had power to make your father 
swerve from his duty, it was that alone.** 

Arve did not seem quite satisfied; but he had 
always been accustomed to consider his father's ac- 
tions with the utmost reverence : he therefore did 
not venture to express his thoughts, but Fru Kath- 
rlna was sufficiently observant to perceive what he 
felt. 

** The arrogance of youth is brought down by ex*- 
perience, Arve ! " said she, seriously, and held up her 
finger in a warning manner towards the sceptic. 

** Is it, then, arrogance to believe that nothing can 
compel me to shrink from my duty?" asked Arve, 
avoiding his mother's reproachful look. 

"Yes, it is, — and sinful arrogance, too. Your 
father had another saying that I kept in mind, and 
you may do the same, — * Do not throw small stones 
at Providence, or great ones will be thrown at you 
again!' Yes, yes, my dear Arve, lay that to heart, 
and never dare to doubt whether your father did 
what was right. Once — only once in his whole life 
did he take a single step contrary to his duty to the 
service, and for that I hope the Lord would not hold 
him accountable." 

" Well, but tell me what it was, mother I Perhaps 
L 2 
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I may find that I, also, could not have acted other- 
wise." 

"Now you speak as you ought to do, child; so let 
it be ! Never boast of your strength before you have 
tried how far it will carry you : it is wiser to act 
than to talk. And now, to show you that even those 
who are most zealous in the service can sometimes 
fail, I shall tell you what happened when your father 
found himself in such a strait." And Fru Kathrina 
took a pinch from her snuff-box, seated herself in 
*^ father's" arm-chair, and related thus:* *^ You must 

know, that at the time we were stationed in H " 

(Fru Amman commonly spoke of herself and her 
husband in the plural number), a merchant lived 
there, called Carlmark. He had been recently de- 
clared bankrupt; and through the harshness of his 
creditors, the poor man was plunged into such misery 
that wife and children were nearly all starved to- 
gether. It was no great matter on his own account, ^ 
for he was a bad man, a drunkard, and esteemed by 
no one ; but the wife and the little creatures, — to 
this day my heart is sore when I think how the poor 
thin Fru Carlmark came in to us, sometimes, to 
borrow a few rix- dollars, either on her wedding-ring, 
or on the children's gifts from their god-mothers ; 
and, God be thanked I we never said No, although 
we took no pledge ; and she was always regular in 
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repaying us, when she got a little money. For 
some years they lived in such extreme poverty, 
no person could imagine how tibey contrived to 
exist. But, at this time, some one took pity on 
themi, and advanced them a small capital, to set up 
some kind of business. Carlmark, who, by misfor- 
tunes of different kinds, had become sober, had 
gathered together some goods (in a small way, you 
understand), but, as he wanted to escape the duty^ 
he had arranged that they were to be smuggled in. 
One fine evening your father got scent of this 
circumstance, and, as it was from one of his own 
men that he got the information, he had no means of 
evading the matter ; but it grieved him so, that he 
should be obliged to deprive them of the little they 
had got, that during the whol^ night he paced the 
floor backwards and forwards without even once 
shutting his eyes. Fru Carlmark came very early in 
the morning, and asked to speak with him. We 
asked the poor woman to sit down. She trembled in 
every limb so that she could scarcely support herself; 
but, as she stood there, she burst into tears, and 
sobbed out, * I know that my husband's transactions 
have been discovered ; but, dear Herr Amman, be 
merciful to me and my five little ones : if there is a 
seizure, then we are for ever ruined, — yes, to the 
L 3 



Digitized 



by Google 



150 THE B08E OP TISTELON. 

very uttermost ; for the whole of the small sum we 
succeeded in borrowing was laid out on the goods.' 
God knows what Amman answered; I only re- 
member that he spoke of his duty, and the obli- 
gation that lay on a man in the service to stifle the 
feelings that interfered with it. Comfortless and 
nearly out of her senses, the imfortimate Fru Carl- 
mark left us. On the following night, or at break of 
day, it was thought the goods would be brought in, 
and she could not get any message sent to her 
husband, who was gone to fetch them. The day 
passed over heavily ; I saw Amman's uneasiness, but 
I did not dare to trouble him, or to plead for Fru 
Carlmark. He saw well enough what I was thinking ; 
and if he could assist, I knew that he would do it. 
Towards evening he set sail, and showed, as he after- 
wards told me, great zeal to accomplish his object ; 
but however it was, he steered a wrong course, and 
would have it that the boat was expected from 
another direction. The sailors would not venture to 
contradict him; and, besides, too well knew his 
strictness in duty to suspect anything wrong. 
Meantime his device was successful, for while the 
custom-house boat lay on a false outlook, the boat 
with the smuggled goods got happily through ; and 
in angry mood, and with long faces, the pinnace-men 
returned next morning. They murmured in silence ; 
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for they feared Amman too much to dare to say to 
him that his obstinacy had defrauded them of a prize^ 
A new» and much greater seizure^ however, soon 
conciliated both them and the Custom House; and 
although Amman did get a bit of a reprimand, yet 
he was happy in his own mind, and happiest of all 
that the Carlmarks had no suspicion that they had to 
thank him for their luck ; for you understand that 
never to any one but me, did he confess that it was 
anything but a mistake. And what say you now^ 
my dear Arve? Are you inclined to blame your 
father now?" 

** No, — God forbid I should 1 But I wish I may 
never be placed in such a situation, for, however one 
may try to think of it, conscience will not be satis- 
fied ; and duty goes before everything." 

Fru Kathrina coloured. She never would acknow- 
ledge that it was a weakness, but, on the contrary^ 
held it to have been a great merit in Amman to 
assist the Carlmarks, for the sake of the wife and 
numerous children : and that Arve dared to be of an- 
other opinion annoyed her ; for he ought to approve 
of all that his father did. 

But Arve had already began to think for himself; 
and what once had taken possession of his mind was 
not easily dismissed from it. ** Duty before eyery- 
L 4 
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thing ; " this was an article of faith with him, and 
he would abide by it. 

**Well, God grant you may never suffer such 
anguish as your father did the night before the 
intended seizure of Carlmark's goods! But should 
it so happen, then remember this hour, and your 
presumption, which makes you imagine that you 
better imderstand what is right and wrong than your 
own parents. I say no more ; but it strikes ine that 
perhaps we may speak farther on this subject another 
time." 

*^ That may well be, mother I I have not yet lived 
very long, and little have I seen of the world ; but 
this I hold for certain, that if I one day get on so 
far as to mount the King's Flag, nothing shall induce 
me to let it turn to the north, when it ought to turn 
to the south, or the contrary. But don't be angry, 
mother, for, intentionally, I will never hurt a worm, 
far less injure any one, — depend upon that." 

** No, that I know well," answered she, trustfully, 
*' You have honour enough in your breast, and your 
heart in the right place. You are the joy and crown 
of my old age ; but just on that account I fear you 
may push your zeal too far.^ 

Old Askenberg's entrance brought back the con- 
versation to whence it set out, namely, Arve's de- 
parture, and residence in the house of the collector. 
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*' It may turn out either well or ill,'* the lieutenant 
was of opinion. " Do not be too stiff-necked ; but , 
on the other hand, don't let the wife lay a halter 
on you, for that a man should not submit to I I 
remember very well having heard that the collector's 
wife has no objection to bear the rod of command in 
the house, and that she often sends one clerk here, and 
another there, on her various errands. Sometimes 
when she takes the fancy of giving what are called 
f entertainments,' that is to say, turning the house 
upside down, then the young gentlemen must stand 
on tip-toe, and all lend a hand to assist. But such 
kind of fiddle-faddle is not to my liking ! Mind you 
your business during the day, my boy, and then look 
out for some reasonable sort of amusement in the 
evening. If that is to be had in the family, in 
agreeable society, it is well ; otherwise go out and 
seek some elsewhere, or amuse yourself in your own 
room by reading a good book. Above all things avoid 
bad company, and persons of doubtful character, and 
shun, as a pestilence, all confidential occupations in 
the family, which may give the inmates, and still 
worse, strangers, occasion to look upon you as a 
servant." 

*^ But bless me, brother," exclaimed Fru Amman, 
impatiently, "this is mere pride that you are in- 
stilling into the boy. The world offers temptations 
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enoBgh to that, without you, who are a wise and 
experienced man, pointing out the way to him.'' 

'* No, sister I I certainly do not recommend any- 
thing so bad and wicked as pride. The question here 
is concerning a certain respect that every one owes 
to himself, and with which he ought to inspire others 
by his behaviour. One may be willing and obliging, 
more than any servant could be, when one lives 
among one's equals ; but Arve is now entering on a 
situation where the chief thing must be, neither to 
humble himself too much nor too little. In short, 
a youth who goes from home for such a purpose, and 
therefore depends much on the good will of others, 
will always bear such thoughts in mind. But in his 
manner, sister, he must not show himself a milk-sop, 
who says 'Yes,' and* Your humble servant,' to 
every word of his master, and stiU worse, of his 
master's wife. Humble as his place may be, he 
must know, nevertheless, so to conduct himself, as to 
convince those he lives with, that he also has his 
dignity, and that he is in training for the service of 
the government, not for that of the house." 

" God forgive you, brother, for speaking in this 
way! Arve is rather stiff-necked naturally; and 
now, I think he will not know which leg he ought to 
stand upon. Instead of advising him, as I do, to be 
accommodating, obliging, and humble, it will come 
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to pass, with your instructions in his pocket, hell 
be scampering about everywhere, pluming himself 
on his own wisdom, till he repents too late, that he 
did not call to mind the old saying, * No man 
can be a good master, who has not first been a 
servant.' " 

** You take everything according to the letter, 
sister : I am certain that the boy has understood the 
drift of my counsel better. Who can wish him good 
luck more than I do, and the blessing of God upon 
his undertaking? And would I, at the same time, 
try to sow the seeds of bad fruit in his mind? No, 
no, dear sister ! Just now, as on former occasions, 
we may differ in words, but, in the main, we wish 
one and the same thing — what may be best for the 
lad, and his increase in wisdom and virtue. Do not 
let us dispute, on the last evening that we are at 
home together : his future life will show clearly that 
he has stored up both your instructions and mine." 

** Yes, indeed," said Arve, in a tone expressive of 
emotion and affection, ^^ they shall be on each side 
of my heart, as I carry on each side of my pocket- 
book the two little hoards given me by my good 
mother and my dear uncle. But don't let us be 
uneasy," he added, more cheerfully ; " all will go 
welL I shall write to you faithfully all that hap- 
pens; and you will see, mother, that God orders 
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everything for the best. If I could only have 
managed to see my pretty Bose once before going 
away ! — she follows me everywhere, whether I^walk 
or stand." 

** You are going from home just in very good 
time," said Fru Kathrina, as she glanced at the 
lieutenant. *^ I know not why I have such an 
aversion to those Haraldsons; but I cannot bear 
them. Had it not been for that pack (God forgive 
me I I should not call them names) perhaps dear 
Amman might still have been in life ! It was before 
that intended seizure of .... " Fru Amman's mean- 
ing died away in her endeavours to prevent a tear 
from starting forth : she would not sadden her dear 
ArvCj, therefore broke off abruptly, and went as 
usual to the window to trim her balsams — her old 
confidants. 

" Let us take a stroll down to the beach," said 
Lieutenant Pehr ; then the porridge will taste 
better! " Arve smiled at the old man's device : but 
the proposal was a wise one ; and when they returned, 
all was right again, — no more disputes that evening ; 
aU was peace, unity, and love. The next moming 
Arve left his home. 
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CHAP. XIIL 

In the new house on Tistelon was a small comer 
room^ the windows of which were scarcely three feet 
jfrom the rock behind them. This room was Erika's 
favourite resort: there she sat many hours alone^ 
looking at the rock, which seemed to her a wall of 
separation between her and the rest of the world. 
She did not like the sea view — it recalled dark 
memories; but the rocks were her confidants^ and 
to them she had often whispered the sufiering she 
could not overcome. 

Erika's gloomy apartment had but one ornament, 
a picture of uncommon beauty, representing the 
Crucifixion, which made the little room more re- 
semble an oratory than a sitting-room. It was 
in fact the place to which Erika retired when she 
felt the necessity of pouring out her heart in 
prayer, or to refresh her spirit by salutary tears, 
and thus give it new energy. But the dark little 
room had another attraction. >^]Bi|g;er had, at the 
time he brought her the pictiare'after his first voyage, 
also given her a small writing-desk ; and in this she 
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kept the scraps of paper, on which, year after year, 
she learned better to exfxeaa her thoughts and feel- 
11^* Those pages were as parts of her own mind ; 
it was by them she sought to compensate herself 
for the singular and painful consciousness of being 
entirely alone. 

^, J It may, perhaps, be worth while to cast an eye on 
the simple reflections of a woman who, in the whole 
wide world, possessed no one to whom she could 
impart that which lived and dwelt within her. The • 
early education she had received, had ripened by 
the exertion of her own excellent imderstanding : 
but Erika had not only understanding, she had also 
feeling; she had the consciousness of her cast-out 
situation : and it was those feelings, and that con- 
sciousness, that must have vent. 

On one page Erika had written, in large charac- 
ters, the w;ord " Longing ; " and under it she wrote, 
'* As far back as I can remember, there has been a 
great void in my souL I have longed, I still long, 
and shall ever long, for that which I can never 
attain — a mother's bosom. Why was I driven out 
into the world to struggle there, without hope of ever 
returning to a home ? I have never known a home. 
No mother has ever lulled me on her knee; no 
father ever blessed me ! Alone have I passed through 
life ; alone have I sought the way of light ; and alone 
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I shall go hence. No one feds, no one cares, what 
the motherless one, rejected by the whole world, may 
suffer. Her longings are but her^s alone. Often I 
seem to myself like a person deaf and dumb, in 
whose heart dwell feelings rich and deep, but which 
she wants ability to communicate to others. Thus, 
I have at times the most delicious sensations — so 
sweet, that tears often start to my eyes; but I 
cannot connect my feelings. They are like a bell 
that one hears at a distance ringing a soft and 
solemn sound. It is longing, — ^longing for home^ 
which I shall never know here below> — ^but which I 
shall find on high." On another page she had in- 
scribed the words, *^ Family Ties," and written 
underneath her reflections : ** Very singular is that 
chain which binds the human race together, and 
forms connections between them, which it afterwards 
becomes a duty to respect I, the wife of a • . . ., 
pray daily to God for Aim, whom every oi^e would 
.... if they knew . • . . : but I am his ; my 
life is a long sigh of prayer that the penitent may be 
brought back to the Father's throne : and if I gain 
that great object (comforting angels often whisper 
to my oppressed heart that it is already attained I), 
then shall I not complain, or grieve that I th^s live 
alone in the world ; assuredly under other circum- 
stances, I neither would, nor could have sacrificed 



Digitized 



by Google 



IgO THE KOBE OP TISTELOK. 

myself. It Strikes me, sometimes, as if my calling 
on earth were a high one; and a deep feeling 
thrills through my heart when I think of the respon- 
BibiHty I have taken on myself — to Uve among these 
people, to train, lead, and form for good, the mother- 
less being I have adapted. Truly, He only who is 
mighty in Ae weak, can give me strength firmly to 
pursue my path, and to do some good amongst those 
with whom He has placed me. 

« When life feels dark aad heavy, I have comfort 
in the certainty that the trial is needful; I feel that 
it would make me happy if God were to give me 
one who would caU me by the sweet name of 
mother, for which I have longed in vain: then I 
should be no longer alone ; the strongest and hoUest 
bond would then unite me to another being;— but 
ought I to desire it ? I ask myself whether I could 
procure for my child the happiness I would wish him 
to enjoy. Would he not, one day, when time and 
intelligence had removed the happy unconsciousnesa 
of childhood, blush and mourn for Mm who, accord- 
ing to Nature's law, he ought to honour? And 
could there be any suffering comparable to that of 
hearing the son execrate the father-perhaps reproach 
his parents for having given hun the bitter gift of 
life? No; rather than that, would I be evermore 
alone 1 For a few hours, months, or, at most, years 
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of happiness, would I risk receiving in exchange 
the deepest and most real of sorrows ? God is just. 
Punishment may not be withheld ! I dare not even 
pray for the blessing which is woman's greatest 
comfort, the highest object of her existence. Around 
Gabriella will I enfold all the love that I could have 
lavished on a child of my own. Gabriella also is 
motherless ; not in vain has God placed her under 
my care. " 

Such were Erika's reflections. They were ne- 
cessary to relieve her full heart; but after she 
quitted her solitary chamber and entered the com- 
mon apartment to resume her duties and occupa- 
tions, she was again the active, intelligent, and 
kind mistress of the family, who seemed to have no 
other object, no other feeling, than attention to its 
comfort. 

After their return from the unlucky seal-hunt, 
Erika's attention had been particularly fixed on poor 
Anton, who from that time again experienced slight 
attacks of his former derangement. The melan- 
choly that consumed him, became always deeper and 
darker ; and both Erika and Gabriella in vain sought 
to attract his notice. 

*^ Let me alone ; I am best thus ! " was his con- 
stant reply, when sitting on the beach with his feet 
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elose to the water, he amused himself pulli^ up sea* 
weed, which he twisted into garlands for Grabrielhk 

** But I will not leave you alone ! " said Erika» 
one evening, when she found him occupied as usual 
on the shore. ^' You could very well do something 
more useful, Anton. Is it not wrong that a person 
who could be active, and gain a little for himself and 
others, should voluntarily yield to a dulness of spirit 
which might be struggled against? You should, 
as Birger has often proposed to you, accompany him 
on his voyages ; it wo\ild do you good : you have 
seen no place but Tistdon.*' 

" Oh, yes ! Erika," said he, with a significant 
look, ^^I have seen Paternoster Bocks, and that 
remembrance I have still the benefit of." 

♦' Do not speak of that which has slumbered for so 
many years,** implored Erika, while she could not 
help shuddering ; ** rather let us talk of your future 
life. What will you be?** 

" The same as now. I sit here and weave my 
garlands, and fish sometimes, — ^but not very willingly, 
for I am always afraid of bringing up men's bones f* 

" You always speak fearfully and mysteriously ; 
you obstinately fix your thoughts on what you 
witnessed In your childhood: but I assure you, 
Anton, that you commit a great sin in not exerting 
vourself to throw off this unnatural state of mind* 
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Do yon think that God gave you an immortal 8oul» 
that you might trifle with it like a useless thing, 
which you may cast* away at your pleasure? You 
w91 have one day to answer for wasting your life in 
inactivity.** 

'^ /shall not be answerable for that," siud Anton, 
in a more energetic tone than usuaL '^ I am certab, 
Erika, that they who disordered my brain, will also 
be called to account at the last day, for the talent 
ihey have caused me to waste.'* 

^' God help them ! they have guilt enough al- 
ready!** answered the trembling Erika. *> But I 
believe this, Anton, that you yourself will have to 
account for the powers you might make use of. It 
was when you were a child, thsit your brain was 
troubled ; and now, it is only your imagination and 
your obstinacy, which makes you think it is so stilL** 

^^ I know best myself how it is with my brain, 
although I can speak as sensibly as another, when 
it does not bum, as it sometimes does. But tell me, 
why my father, against my will, dragged me down 
to the boat, when A«, the hunter, you remember^ 
drew up the seal? Was that only in jest, think 
you?" 

" You were ill then, Anton. You have for- 
gotten '• 

" Oh, no I " answered he, with a mocking smile. 
M 2 



Digitized 



by Google 



164 THE B08E OP TISTELOK, 

f^ I was not ill then^ any more than now, though 
you said so! It was the old story that haunted my 
bi^in again. But you cannot know any thing about 
that, poor Erika, and you are happy in your igno^ 
ranee. It is just my knowledge y^ added he, in a lower 
tone, and looking cautiously round him, ** that makes 
me both unhappy and an idiot, as you sometimes 
hear father call me." 

*^ Perhaps you would be better, Anton, if you 
would confide to me what it is that lies so on your 
heart," said Erika: she wished for once to try 
whether Anton's weakness might not prove danger- 
ous ; and his reply convinced her that her fears were 
not groundless. 

*^ You would tempt me to tell my secret," said 
he, reproachfully. "Do not try that, Erika. It 
would make you unhappy, much more unhappy than 
you are now ; and it would cost me the remains of 
the small portion of sense I have left to me, if I were 
to speak of that night. No, do not trouble yourself 
about any thing. Let poor Anton alone! My 
pleasure in life is all gone. But now that we speak 
confidentially, tell me, if you think that a person who 
knows of a great crime having been committed, with- 
out disclosing it, can be forgiven ? Has not he as 
much to answer for before God, as the crlmmals 
themselves ? " 
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" What do you say ! '* Erika exclaimed, her mind 
convulsed by the most violent agitation* The weak* 
minded youth had seized on, and pondered over 
the same subject that her reason had long before 
settled, ^ — what she called virtucy he called sin; and 
once more the question arose, — which of them wa» 
right? 

" I only ask you,** said Anton, looking keenly at 
her, when suddenly a light dawned on him, **I 
understand," he exclaimed vehemently; "I might 
have known long ago that Birger kept no secret from 
you I Can you deny that you know all ? " 

"No, Anton, I do not deny it. But compose 
yourself: you see now that I bear the same biirtheii 
a$ you do. This is a subject that we never ought to 
speak upon ; l^ut since it has been doixe, for once I 
will tell you my thoughts — my comfort. You know 
that what has-been buried these many years, is not in 
our power to recal or change ; and pv6n if we were 
to disclose it, it would avail nothing, God sees, and 
judges ! For my part, my only consolation and the 
aim of my life is, the endeavour to reconcile Birger 
with his God : and I trust that he already is so ; for 
his penitence has been, and is, both sincere and deej^ 
and never since our marriage has ^e been engaged in 
'any unlawful practice. His former fierceness has disf 
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appeared : he is another man. Don't you remember 
with what patience and self-denial he nursed you 
during your illness? At that time he would not 
nave done so^ had he not already felt remorse^ and 
looked on himself as sharing the cause of your 
malady." 

"Yes, I remember that perfectly, Erika; and I 
do believe I should never have been so well as I am 
if Birger had not come home. I have therefore 
Kked him since, though I never can fairly look at 
his eyes without a shudder. Did you ever see such 
eyes, Erika? But you diink they are always the 
same as when he fixes them on you. If you had but 
seen ibmatkai night! I shall never fbiget them; 
diey glowed worse than my fetter's. . But what was 
it that I wished to say to you? Yes; that my 
father, on the return home, compelled me to keep 
the secret by the most cruel usage. As long as 
Birger was by, he spoke, out of fear of him, as 
smooth as a cat, and tried all he could to convince 
me that it was absolute necessity, and that every one 
would have done the same. But when Birger was 
gone, and he saw that his cunning was of no use, but 
that I both shunned and feared him, then he kicked 
me with such force down into the^ hold, that by a 
Uow on the head I lost the small portion of sensd 
that still remained to me* From that hour I re« 
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member nothing, but that I constantly feared his 
clenched hands and his fearful eyes, which almost ate 
me up at the least sound that I made.'' 

" Ah I then I understand what was obscure to me,'^ 
sighed Erika ; and the recollection of the distressing 
nights during which she had watched by Anton's 
sick bed, again rose before her. '^ But your angels,'' 
added she^ with a faint smile, ^'they comforted you, 
Anton. Do you still remember them ? " 

^' Yes, quite well ; God grant they might come 
back again ! I shoidd not now, as I did then, ask 
you to drive away the white one if he came too near 
my pillow." 

Erika vriped a tear from her eye. ^^My poor 
Anton, you have no small share of suffering I hut, 
nevertheless, you might struggle against your de<^ 
pression of spirits if you could only be induced to 
try." 

' ''No, Erika, I have neither courage nor strength 
for it : all kinds of woric tire me. Above all, I never 
can get rid of the .thought that I am an accomplice 
in the isrime." . . 

'' Do not say so, and, still less, think anything so 
horrible and so unjust I You were an innocent child : 
what could you have done?" . 

^' The same that I could do still — denounce 
them I" 

M 4 
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** What ! your own father — your own brother 1 ** 
exclaimed Erika, turning pale: '^if you could do 
that^ you are not human. Once, I also fought the 
same battle ; but after I had united myself to your 
family, such thoughts left me: and, besides, there 
was no witness but God I " 

" And is that not enough ? Do you not think that 
He will one day bring that three-fold murder to 
light ? The grave at Paternoster Kocks is very deep, 
but the miracles of God are deeper still I I have a 
foreboding that all will one day be discovered ! '* At 
this awful prophecy, a violent shivering shook every 
limb of the poor lad. 

Erika let her head sink upon her hands : she 
suffered in imagination all the horrible anguish of 
such an hour — disgrace ! death I 

Anton took her hand : " Poor Erika, I am sorry 
for you ! If God had not sent one of his good angelis 
in your person to this murderer's den, what would 
have become of us — and, above all, what would have 
become of our treasure — Gabriella? You have de- 
served the kingdom of Heaven for the good deed 
alone of saving her.^ 

" Let me save you also, Anton ! let me persuade 
you to what is right I Promise me, — promise me 
for Gabriella's sake, whose only support you may, 
perhaps, be hereafter, — to strive against the de- 
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jection that destroys your energies, even to the last 
sparf 

'^ We shall hope, Erika, that God will send her, 
who is perfectly innocent, a better support As to 
me, it is no use making any attempt to change me. 
Leave me, therefore, to myself, and let me go my 
own way ; for I shall never be anything else than a 
poor invalid, a burthen to myself and those I belong 
to, particularly to my father, who always sees in me, 
one who holds the axe of the executioner over his head." 

" It pleases you," said Erika, almost angrily, 
'^ always to make use of the most dreadful expressions. 
But since you speak of your father, tell me, have you 
ever spoken with him on this subjecLsince you have 
grown older? I have often wondered in my own 
mind, whether your father's heart is as hardened as 
it appears to be ! Have you ever seen any symptoms 
of remorse in him ? " 

" No, not of remorse, but enough of anxiety. He 
is, God help him ! as yet a sinner, who will not see th6 
abyss before him : and that is my greatest, sorrow. 
The day, you remember^ that I went to the priest 
for examination, I went to my father when I came 
home, and I think the Lord himself inspired me to 
say what I did, to awaken his conscience ; but he put 
me off with smooth words that had no meaning* 
Since then, I have not made any attempt. May 
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Grod turn his heart here upon earth; I can only, 
forgive the evil he has done me I " 

*^ Yes, may €rod be merciful, and bend his stub- 
bom nature I he has manj sins to answer for," said 
Erika. 

** Hush ! hush ! ^' whispered Anton, '^ I hear Grabri- 
ella; she is one of mj angels — how she will like 
this garland ! " And Anton's dim eyes sparkled with 
the pleasure he always felt when Gabriella came near 
him. 

** Only be cautious ! ^ said Erika,. softly ; " do not 
forget that Gabriella's whole happiness would be for 
ever destroyed by the least hint of the truth.'' 

^ 0\ be at ease I So long as I have a connected 
idea, I will guard my tongue; but if I get a few 
more such shocks as diat at the seal-shooting, my 
head will be turned upside down, and ihen it is only 
instinct that can help me." 

'^ Anton> Anton ! " cried Gabriella, ** come and 
help me ! Lena and I have scraped up a greitt quaii<* 
tity of moss from amongst the stones; you wiU be 
80 good as to carry it to the enclosure ; for I want to 
mend my seat — in case we should have any 
visitors,'^ — she added, so low, that Anton did not hear 
her. Anton liked not strangers ; and Gttbriella kept 
her hopes to herself. She was always expecting the 
young q)ort8man*. 
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*' Yes, I will help you : I can manage to do as 
mueli as that,'' said Anton — taking his garland, and 
going to meet Grabriella. 

When they were gone, Erika heaved a deep sigh ; 
her eyes were ndsed to heaven, while her thoughts 
wandered anxiouslj into futurity. 
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CHAP. XIV. 

Abnman to his Mother. 

" Since I have now been here a fortnight, and 
begin to feel in some sort at home, it is time that I 
should write to my friends, and, as I promised, give 
an account of what I have met with hitherto. 

" Yes, my good, and beloved mother, it is now a 
certain truth that I, as a regular clerk in the office, sit 
at the great desk in the custom-house, quite as snugly 
as if I had sat there all my life ; and find myself ex- 
ceedingly comfortable, excepting only those hours 
when longing for my dear home comes in the way* 
But I know my good mother likes order in all things^ 
and is probably saying just now, * He did not come 
to the desk just at once, either.' And you are 
right, mother; so I shall commence at the very 
beginning, that is to say, as soon as I had set foot on 
shore. 

** I had, as you will imagine, dressed myself iu 
the best manner; and when I had walked a few 
steps up the quay, I met the collector himself: he 
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knew I was coming ; and, ss he recognised me by 
my likeness to mj father, he accosted me at once. 

" * Welcome, my dear Aire 1 Although I have 

not yet heard your name, I can swear that you are 

the son of my old excellent Amman, Am I right ? * 

^* * Yes,' said I, ^ it is so 1 Perhaps I have the 

honour of—' 

" ^ Exactly so, my boy ! ' he struck in, without 
allowing me to finish my sentence. * Come now, 
and accompany me home ; though I am rather in 
haste just now, yet I will show you the way. 
Have you given directions about your things?' 

" I bowed ; and so we set out. As we went along 
the street, he said everything that was good of my 
deceased father ; inquired for my mother, and 
Lieutenant Pehr ; and told me how many times he 
had visited the small yellow house that we were 
passing just then, and had drank coffee with my 
mother, at the time that my father was stationed in 

H . I could not help standing still, to look at 

the house; and the tears filled my eyes, when I 
observed in the window a large balsamy which rose 
proudly above a couple of small myrtles. * Ah 1 my 
mother has certainly left it' behind here,' burst 
from my lips, without reflecting that I was speaking 
aloud. 

" * What, my boy ?' he asked. 
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'^ ' TH6 balsam, sir/ I answered, blushing at the 
same time for my absurdity. The collector smiled^ 
and looked at the window* 

** * I do not know,' he said, very kindly, * whether 
balsams can live so long; but it is certain that the 
person to whom the house is now let, takes care of 
them because your mother liked and reared these 
flowers. Your mother is an excellent woman ; she 
was known as a pattern of order within her little 
household.' 

'' It made my heart so glad, and did me so much 
good to hear my loved mother's praises, that I quite 
forgot to ask who rented the house; but I know it 
now, and in due time you shall hear it, mother, and 
will be pleased, I am sure. 

" * See, we enter here, my dear Arve,' said the 
collector, as he ascended five broad steps in front of 
a large handsome house. ' Now you shall see my 
wife, and my youngest son, if he is come from schooL 
The others, of the first marriage, have already left 
home on their own business.' 

"We passed through the entrance-hall, and entered 
a room so fine, that I could scarcely refrain from ex- 
pressing my surprise. 

"* Sit down here; I shall return directly.' The 
collector opened a door; but at the same moment 
some one came to speak with him. 'There, you 
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unist Introduce yourself/ said he to me, nodded, 
and disappeared with llie great man, who, I thought, 
pounced upon him most unseasonably. 

'^I now began to look about me ; but that I did not 
sit down, was less owing to bashfulness, than to^my 
dislike to sit there, as on needles or hot coals. It was 
very different at home when I returned from fishing 
or seal^shooting, and threw myself, wet and dirty as 
I might be, on the blue-painted sofa, with its black 
leather mattress, which mother always keeps clean 
and bright as a looking-glass ; yes, there it was 
delightful to rest one's self I but here stood a sofa with 
gilded lions for feet, and chairs with fine coverings. 
I had on my best clothes ; but, for all that, I had no 
pleasure in sitting there* 

*^ Just as I was standing, and pondering on my new 
situation, and what I might meet with here, the door 
opened, and a young woman entered, who, from her 
polite and friendly salutation, I concluded must be 
the collector's lady. I bowed as respectfully as I 
could, presented compliments from my mother and 
Lieutenant Pehr, and repeated, in the readiest words 
I could find, all the pretty things that mother bid me 
say of our gratitude, pleasure at being remembered, 
and so forth. I even, thought civility required 
that I should kiss the hand of my patroness ; but 
when I proceeded to do so, to my afitonishment I 
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heard a loud laugh, and, before I was aware, another 
lady, of a much plainer countenance, but more im- 
portant air, stood before me. 

** * I must beg you,,young woman, to give up play- 
ing the part of mistress of the house,' said she to my 
supposed patroness, who, with a humble curtsey, left 
the room : and while the new one measured me from 
top to toe, she burst again into d hearty fit of laugh- 
ter. At last she composed herself, and said, in a 
tone indicating both condescension and ridicule, * My 
dear friend, did you never see a lady before ? That 
was our housekeeper, Jungfru Stina.' 

** * I beg pardon,' said I ; and was about to begin 
the same chapter over again, which I had just gone 
through to the housekeeper, when the lady interrupted 
me with the assurance that she had already heard the 
whole, and that it was all very good and proper. 
On being cut short so unceremoniously, I had no- 
thing to add, and remained silent till she asked me if 
I was hungry. 

**I had breakfasted on board ship, but to have 
something to do, I thanked her, and followed her 
into another room, where, on a sideboard, some cold 
meat was placed, which I almost entirely devoured, 
merely for want of other occupation. 

** * Now, Amman, you shall go up stairs and see 
your room,' said the lady, much more kindly when I 
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made my bow after breakfast ' It is a small, snug, 
cheerful room; and that you may not, as a stranger, 
feel lonely, I have put little Lars' bed there. Lars 
is a little, lively, amiable boy, just a little madcap, 
who will amuse you.' 

" Now uncle Pehr's description of my patroness, 
and also his counsel, directly occurred to me ; but I 
could not do anything else than thank her for the 
pleasure I should have in little Lars' company. 
The boy is the lady's only child and idol. 

" * Yes, it will be a pleasure to you, I am certain of 
that,' resumed my patroness in the same gentle tone ; 
* though there will be a small trifle of trouble along 
with it. However, I hope you will come to be so 
fond of Lars, that you will think nothing of that : he 
is a little unmanageable in the mornings when he is 
to be dressed to go to school, but that is owing to 
the maidservants never having a proper manner with 
children. A reasonable and kind mode of treatment 
is always requisite; and I am sure that you will 
oblige me by looking after him in the mornings, and 
seeing that he is properly washed and combed, and 
that his shirt-collar is turned down, and that he does 
not, as usual, forget his pocket-handkerchief.' 

** * How old is he ?' I asked with some surprise. 

" * Only twelve years old,' said the lady, with an 

VOL. I. N 
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expression that evidently implied ^ one cannot expect 
anything better at that age 1' 

"I was not without uneasiness at this proposal, for 
I perceived weH enough that her intention was, that 
I should take the entire charge of this young gen- 
tleman. But if he is only well behaved, that may 
pass. I was obliged, at any rate, to do something to 
efface the bad impression tha,t my patroness had re- 
ceived of me at first, when I committed the unpar- 
donable blunder of taking Jungfru Stina for the lady 
herself. To contfent her> I promised to do my best, 
and see that little Lars was clean and tidy. 

** * That will be very obliging ! I like young meii 
who have not' too high an opinion of themselves,* 
said the lady highly pleased; * ^ We shall be very 
good friends, my dear Arnman !' 

*^ Hereupon' a maid was called, who was desired to 
show me -ray apartment. The room was small but 
neat, and contained, besides two beds and four chairsy 
a chest of drawers and a table, with' a looking- 
glass. Here I felt more at home, and busied myself 
till dinner, putting my things in order. sAt tiable I 
took my place between an old clerk and little Lars,' 
who might well dispense with the addition of ^little ' 
to his name, for he is a tall, gawky boy, in whoni I 
saw directly I should have no sort of pleasure. 

" * I hear my wife has billeted Lars upon you, my 
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dear Amman/ said the collector. * Should he become 
too unruly, you must not overlook it ; but say if he 
is troublesome to you/' 

"*0h, my dear!' ex!claimed his wife, ^how can 
you suppose such a thing? Lars is always good, if 
he is but let alone.' 

" 'Am I to be upstairs beside hiin?' asked little 
Lars in a very peevish tonfe, and pointing to me; 
* Can't I stay in my own room? ' 

" * I want that room, my child,' answered the 
mother soothingly; * and' you will be much better 
and more cheerful, upstairs with Amman. I am 
certain he will play 'with you in the evenings when 
he has finished his work, and will hear you say your 
lessons in the mornings. All that will be quite 
delightful. You require some one to push you onj 
my little friend, such a one as will be both a cheerful 
and a sensible companion for you.' 

"I felt almost overwhelmed by aU the varioug 
employments I was to have, but consoled myself 
with this, that wheii I should have got an established 
footing in the house, I should be able to disentangle 
myself, and not be employed in more ways than I 
thought reasonable. ' , 

" After dinner, when the collector had retired to 
take his afternoon's nap, and had told me that I 
might have this day to arrange my things, the lady 
N 2 
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whispered in mj ear, that I 'might amuse myself 
with a nice little bit of household worL It was so 
pleasant when one did not play the stranger, &c, 

** The little household occupation, consisted in chop- 
ping in pieces a large loaf of sugar, and then 
breaking it in small bits for the sugar-basin ; * For,* 
said the lady, confidentially, * one cannot trust ser- 
vants with such things; and I am convinced that 
you, when time permits, will willingly assist me in 
small household matters/ 

" When at night I retired to rest, I own it was 
not just with the happiest feelings in the world 
that I saw myself placed in such a state of ser- 
vitude ; but one must accustom oneself to such 
things, thought I (very sensibly, was it not, mother?), 
and in the morning commenced my duties as valet-de- 
chambre, by washing and combing Lars, who seemed 
perfectly accustomed to that sort of superintendence, 
which I firmly resolved, by fair means, to wean him 
from. But now came my duty as teacher, and this 
was worse. I attempted to hear him say his lesson, 
but he did not know a word of it * Lars, you 
must read it over better,' said I, and assumed an air 
of dignity such as I thought my new calling demanded. 

"* Learn it better!' answered my pupil; *I just 
wonder what t/ou understand, except to catch crabs ! 
As for the lesson, I know it well enough ; you need 
not trouble your head about me, I tell you.' 
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** * This Will never do/ I thought to myself. * If I 
do not insist upon a little respect the first time, the 
boy will ride on my nose ever after.' *My dear 
Lars,' I began quite seriously, and placed myself 
at the distance of three paces from him, much in 
the same position as uncle Pehr used to assume, 
when, as a child, I was sometimes unruly, and he 
wished to make an impression on ine; 'My dear 
Lars, you are very uncivil, not to say impertinent; 
and unless, hereafter, you are polite, and attentive to 
what I have to say to you, I shall send you out of 
the room immediately. Take your book now, and 
read the lesson aloud; then I shall explain it here 
and there, that you may better understand the 
whole.' 

*^ My speech had a good effect ; Lars hung his 
lip indeed ; but nevertheless he read ; and at midday, 
when he came from school and showed his mamma 
two Gs (for good) instead of the usual B, that 
ornamented the book, in which the faults or merits 
of the day are marked for the scholars, the lady 
smiled and nodded in the most friendly manner to me. 
In the evening she whispered, * If you go on as 
you have begun, Amman, all will be well. I had 
something to do in the storeroom this morning, and, 
in passing, I heard how admirably you know how to 
fulfil the friendly office that I have committed to you.' 
N 3 
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This was flattering, no doubt ; but the loss of my 
liberty during the morning and evening hours (since 
the rest of my time must be passed in the business- 
room), is not very agreeable. However, I got through 
eight or ten days, and that, without boasting, in a 
manner deserving the approbation of my superiors ; 
but then, a circumstance occurred which cooled me * 
much towards my occupations of teacher and vajet-de- 
chambre. It had happened several times, when there 
was company in the evening, that, there wer^ npt places 
enough at supper,, unleas Lars and I sat at the side- 
table. But on the present occasion, it was only 
necessary for one to be fiway from the t«ible ; it fell 
to my lot, as the lady beckoned to Lars to come and 
seat himself. Rather annoyed, I drew my chair to 
the side-table, and swallowed, n^ vexation with the 
Ipread and .butter which stood ready before pae. 

" The collector, in the mean time, had cast his. eyes 
around and spied Lars at. the table. ^ What now ? ' 
eaid he, in a tone of displeasure. * Has Lars Qome to 
the table, ..and Arve sitting, away there? Get up, 
boy, and give, your seat to Mr. Amman.' 

"Whether it was that my proud spirit was gratified, 
or that some other sinful feeling started up within 
pae, I do not know ; but certain it is, that I felt 
much satisfaction at this, swallowed my bread and 
butter in haste, and had already got up to change my 
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place when the ladj with a sweet smile turned her 
head to me^ and said^ ^ I believe, if I am not mis- 
taken^ that our good Amman prefersobeing where he 
is;' and at the same time gave her husband such a 
significant nod, that he decidedly thought I was too 
shy to wish to sit at table when there were strangers 
present I returned to my seat somewhat discon- 
certed, and felt the blood mount to my head with 
anger, when Lars began to laugh aloudi However, 
we had not yet done with this. The next dky Lars 
came from school crying, and related, after many 
earnest inquiries from his mamma, that the master 
had rapped his fingers with a cane. 

" * Good heavens 1 what a senseless man I 'cried his 
mamma, exceedingly shocked and annoyed. ' * Is that 
what is called gentlefness? Don't you cry, Lars, 
dear. I shall send papa to the rector. We shall 
take care to inquire into the thing. But what in the 
world had you done, ' my sweet boy, that the master 
should so have forgotten himself?' 

• ** * Oh, he said that I did not know my lesson.' 

* ** * So, So ; does the wind blow from that quarter V 
said the lady, and cast a look on me which I inter- 
preted thus : * Only wait till evening, my friend, 
whien you come in, and my husband is at the club, 
(just now he was expected every minute,) then I 
shall speak with you.' And, as you will find, mo- 

N 4 
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ther, from what follows, I made a pretty good guess 
at the domestic 'manoeuvres;' I cannot give them 
a better name. The entrance of the collector put an 
end to the affair for the present ; and as I had al- 
ready had occasion to remark that he, far from 
joining when any complaint was made, generally 
ridiculed gently his wife's weakness for the boy, there 
was a reason why she should not mention any thing 
till we should be by ourselves. 

''In the evening I lingered as long as I could in 
the office, because I had a disagreeable foreboding 
that something was awaitibg me; but, as it was 
supper-time, I was obliged to go home at last. 

" Now it is the collector's custom, when there are 
no visitors at home, to sit at the club in the evenings 
and play vira, and return home late; therefore the 
mistress, Lars, the old clerk Brostedt, and I, sup 
together. This evening, things went on as usual: 
after we had risen from table, old Brostedt made his 
bow as usual He always returns thanks for his 
meal and takes his leave, in one and the same bow. 
I did the same, hoping to slip out along with Bro- 
stedt ; but that did not succeed. 

"'I have a few words to say to you, Amman,' said 
the lady, and assumed an air that was not to be 
trifled with. Whether I would or not, then, I must 
remain. When the tablecloth was removed, she 
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seated herself on the sofa : now Lars also was called 
forward, and there must I stand before her, like a 
school-boy, with little Lars as my accuser. 

** * My dear Amman,' she commenced, and looked 
very sternly at me, * I remarked that you took 
offence last night at my allowing you to sit at the 
side-table; but I did so for your own benefit. My 
husband has told me that he had a great regard for 
your parents — very respectable people, of whom I 
have heard much good ; and he has requested me to 
take a particular charge of you ; and I shall, there- 
fore, when I find it necessary, repress that little 
tendency to pride which, with regret, I have ob- 
served in you. You ought never to forget, that a 
poor boy, who, in the Teal sense of the word, must 
work himself up, that he may one day become a use- 
ful member of society, ought never to neglect any 
occasion, or decline any honest means, by which he 
may advance this object. He ought in the first 
place to stifle his self-love, and to say to himself, 
* I am the lowest among the low, and shall take with 
gratitude whatever place may be assigned to me.' 
Then it is his duty, by an obliging, serviceable, and 
quiet behaviour when in the house, to seek to gain 
the favour of his master and mistress.' 

'' I was in hopes it was now ended, but aft^r she ]^ 
rested a few moments, she resumed. 
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** * If I had not already formed a good opinion of 
you, Amman, I should not have given myself the 
trouble of saying all this ; but as I have really found 
good dispositions in you, I have regarded it as my 
duty. However, you should have changed places with 
Lars, yesterday, if I had not observed, with regret, 
your elated look at my husband's mention of it. A 
little modesty — a little deference to the son of the 
family, would not have misbecome you ; but since 
both were wanting, you received the punishment I 
thought suitable. However, all this is only said in 
passing ; what I particularly wish to mention is, my 
sincere regret to find that you could not better com- 
mand your ill-humour than to let my little Lars, who 
is perfectly innocent, suflPerfor it. You neglected 
him this morning in going over the lessons, and the 
consequence has been, that the poor boy has been 
punished by the master. Do you think such conduct 
is proper ? For this time it may pass, but let me not 
discover often, that the child has been neglected.' 

" During this lecture, the like of which I never re- 
ceived from my own mother, I felt very strange. To 
a certain degree the lady was right, and had she not 
at the conclusion done away the impression she had 
made, I should certainly have benefited by her ad- 
dress; but I felt that she exposed my faults, and 
brought them forward, with the same dexterity as she 
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avoided naming those of Lars ; and that irritated me 
so much, that it was with the utmost difficulty I com- 
pelled myself to give a civil and cahn answer. 

" * I wished to hear Lars say his lessons as usual 
to-day,' said I; ,*but he knows very well that he 
lost time with objections, instead of reading or hear- 
ing what I said to him.' 

" ^ No excuses, I beg !' interrupted the lady, and 
her eyes quite flashed. 

" ^ Lars, my boy, was it not so, that Amman did 
not give himself any. trouble with you this morning?' 

"^ Yes, mamma ; he said that I wearied him.' 
• *' ^ Yes, with contradictions,' said I. 

** ^ Enough ! ' resumed the lady ; * the thing is clear 
and need not ''be disputed : besides, how did Lars look 
when he came down to-day, with his hair unbrushed, 
shirt collar away, and without a pocket-handkerchief, 
as usual?' 

" Here I lost patience ; I forgot my father's saying, 
that ^ when wind is scanty we must tack,' and rushed 
on full sail, which mother will not be surprised at, 
for anger filled the sails. 

" *I don't know,' said I, and felt that I was not 
only red in the face like a boiled lobster, but also 
that I t(J^ a tone that savoured a little of uncle 
Pehr's counsel, * whether it is exactly my employ- 
ment here, to be Lars' teacher and valet ; according 
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to the collector's letter, I think my place waa to be 
in the custom-house office.' 

^^ ' Take care, Amman !' was all that she said in 
reply to my boldness, after which she made a sign to 
both Lars and me to leave the room. 

** Since that evening I confess I have not troubled 
myself much about my pupil; nor do I mean to 
do it in any way, till his mamma shall be pleased 
to give me a civil word, which she has not done 
since. 

'^ But it is time that I should say something of the 
other inhabitants of the house, although the lady and 
Lars, certainly are the chief personages in it. The 
collector himself is a good-hearted, upright man, who 
attends to his business during the day, and plays vira 
in the evening. He is not very talkative at home, 
but all goes smoothly and quietly with him, and he 
is both respected and loved by those who serve under 
him. Towards his wife he is very indulgent; but 
she cannot do in all things as she would choose, 
though it generally appears as if she ruled alone. 

*' The old clerk of the custom house, Brostedt, is 
one of those singular persons, who I believe could 
pass a whole life-time in a house without speaking a 
word; he likes best to express himself by short 
nods ; he has now been a clerk for many years, and 
certainly has no expectation of ever being any thing 
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else. The collector says that dunng the time he haa 
been with him^ he has never heard him express the 
slightest wish to change his situation: it seems, 
therefore, evident, that he will remain in the office till 
his death, without having advanced his fortunes by 
his long and assiduous services. Some men can be 
satisfied with little. For my part, I would not live 
here for a day, if I did not think, * by patience and 
perseverance, you pave your way to some sort of 
business, and thereby to independence, which is lifers 
best happiness.' 

*' Old Brostedt is always very friendly to me when 
we are sitting together by ourselves in the business 
room ; he sometimes nods three or four times follow- 
ing ; but a few days ago, when I related my adven- 
ture with the lady to him, he made a gi*eat exception 
from his usual taciturnity, for, instead of nodding, or 
making use of the shortest word possible, he told me 
that at first she had made several attempts to seize 
upon his spare time, but that they failed directly. 
He sidd also, that I should guard against becoming 
too dependent on her favour, for perhaps I might find 
it difficult afterwards to shake off her leading-strings ; 
that the lady had at the same time many good 
qualities ; and as upon the whole she meant well with 
her lecture, I ought to remember and lay to heart, 
that part of it which I myself, found applicable. 
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Old Brostedt's words, just because he so seldom is 
lavish of them, had a great effect upon me ; itnd the 
surest proof that I laid them to,£eart was, th^t I now 
relate to my dear mother the whole affair, that she; 
in council with uncle Pehr, may decide whether any 
thing in my behaviour towards the lady on? the 
above occasion, deserves blame. 

** I have now no one? else to speak of, except Jung- 
fru Christina Alsing, the housekeeper. She is a 
remarkably kind and pleasant person, whom the 
mistress cannot bear, because the master often praises 
her, and Lars always complains of her. For iny 
part, I never am better amused than when I, on some 
convenient errand, can get into the kitchen' and talk 
a little with Jungfru Stina, whd, submissive as she 
looks, does not express in private, any very high 
opinion of her mistress. She has told me many 
very diverting things ; among others, she mimics her 
mistress most admirably, when she instructs her hus- 
band how to conduct himself when they go into 
company: she says then (and here Jungfru Stina 
assumes the lady's manner completely), — ^ My dear 
friend, you should now and then rise from the card 
table, or leave the people you may be conversing 
with, to enquire how I do ; and at the same time you 
could politely kiss my hand, or at least press it, and 
beg of me to wrap my shawl well round me, as that 
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would show that you are a kind, attentive husband by 
whom others might take example. It would be so 
agreeable to have it said, "It is evident that the 
collector adores his wife," or something of that sort.' 
To such admonitions the collector generally answers^ 
— ' But it would be poor amusement for me to run 
away from my game, or from people with whom I am 
engaged in conversation, merely to ask what I knowy 
that you are very well, or to kiss your hand, which I 
have left off doing long ago. And as to what concerns 
the shawl, you always wear it well drawn up, since 
your throat became brown and shrivelled; so you 
perceive the whole would be absurd, and you will 
do me a favour if you will let alone such follies. 
Cannot people live happily and comfortably without 
making a fuss ? I, at any rate, am too old for such 
things ; and besides, it is not worth while to present a 
fairer picture to strangers, than what we are contented 
with at home.' 

** Such amusing little scraps, Jungfru Stina hears 
in the mornings when she is dusting, or otherwise en- 
gaged in the ante- room, and I cannot refrain from 
laughing when she repeats them. But here have I 
filled two whole sheets of paper, without having men- 
tioned the people who now live in the small yellow 
house, and t^nd the balsams, because my good mother 
was fond of them. But I must keep them for my next 
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letter ; for, should I now begin another sheet, I 'should 
miss this post. God bless my dear good mother, 
and my worthy old uncle Pehr I I know that you 
both pray for all good things for your dutiful and 
loving 

" Abve. 

**P.S. You will see, mother^, that in my letter to 
the lieutenant, I have confined myself to what con- 
cerns my employment, and do not imagine that I am 
not principally occupied with that, although I have 
here unburthened my mind to you in all sorts of ways. 
I would speak with my mother as if I were at home, 
that she may feel less that I am away. Kind com- 
pliments to old Armicka and all the others, from 

"Arte." 
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CHAP. XV. 

Feu Abnman to her Son. 

** My beloved Arve, my dear child ! may the Lord 
keep his hand over you !. 

" Our cottage was empty and dark after you left it. 
Our happiness was gone — entirely gone. We could 
not recover oui:selves for a long time. Lieutenant 
Pehr and I ; but at length we took the padlock from 
our lips, and said to each other, that it was unreason- 
able in us to grieve, because we had lost our joy, when 
it was for your advantage,* your profit and benefit, 
both present and future. After we had thus poured 
forth our hearts, and I had read a pretty psahn to 
the old man — which, Grod be praised! he listened to 
with much devotion — we produced the cards, which 
had lain by so long, and now we play a few games 
every evening. After supper, we chat of nothing 
else but you — bless you, and pray for you. 

** On Sunday your letter arrived, my dear child : 
you may believe it was a festival ! I knew nothing 
about it, till I lifted my napkin at dinner ; there lay 

VOL. I. o 
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the letter under it ! The Lieutenant had slipped it 
in, while I was out of the room. Oh I what joy it was 
to my heart merely to look on the lines that my Arve 
had written! In all Gk)d's rich and beautiful world 
there is nothing that can compare with a mother's 
happiness in a virtuous and dutiful child. My eyes 
were full of tears, and I was obliged to go to the 
balsams, not to let the Lieutenant see how much I 
was moved; — not that I was ashamed of the natural 
feelings which the Lord himself has inspired ; — 
no, God forbid ! but it has always seemed to me, 
that tears are sweetest when we can shed them alone. 
The best friend cannot see into our hearts; God 
alone can do that. 

^' After I had composed myself, I broke the seal, 
and read your long, dear letter. Yes, yes, my Arve, 
you have seen much in a. short time. God. bless the 
Collector I he wishes you well, and I certainly think 
his wife does so too, though she has her weaknesses 
for him who is her own ; but / should be the last to 
condemn her for that, for she who is herself a mother, 
knows best how partial one can be. If you will 
listen meantime to my advice, be not proud, nor of a 
haughty spirit, but try to please your hostess in all 
that you can— it will be for your advantage ; whereas 
if you make her an enemy, you will feel the bad 
effects of it. I think she did right to tell you of 
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your fault ; she would not have done so, had you not 
abeady stood well in hei: opinion : and you, my Arve, 
were wrong in getting angry because she believed the 
boy's assertion. However well she means by you, 
yet, 'another's child is never so well hidden in one's 
bosom that a foot will not peep out.' 

" Be reasonable, my Arve ! If nothing went agains 
you, you would not properly value your happy days : 
* It is not good for us always to dance upon roses.' 
Small trials subdue the temper, and prepare it for 
greater ones, which will be sure one day to fall to 
your lot, as to all others. Now, as to what relates to 
associating with Jungfru Stina, I tell you plainly 
that it does not please me. The kitchen is not your 
place ; and young lads should beware of falling into 
snares. I do not know any evil of that person, 
but it does not sound to her advantage, that she 
should relate to you, a new-comer, things which her 
master and mistress have said between themselves. 
It is an ugly, bad habit, to listen, and play the spy; 
and it is, I must say, shameful in her, to laugh at, 
and mimic her mistress, whom it is her duty to honour 
and respect. Beware, my dear boy, of bad company ! 
Rather receive ever so many reprimands from the 
lady, than sugared words from Jungfru Stina ; and 
listen to no more disparaging talk about your su- 
periors. Should she offer you any nice things she 
O 2 
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may have charge of, do not accept any ; for, besides 
being improper, it begets intimacy, and all such in- 
timacy is dangerous. With old Brostedt the case is 
quite different: keep by him; and should you need 
good counsel, at a sharp turning, I am sure he will 
not refuse it to you. I have now written the longest 
letter I ever penned ; but it is to you, my treasure, — 
who have been my all, from the time I lost your 
father. — Such a man as he was, cannot easily be 
found; but never do we rightly know the worth 
of what we possess, till it is gone. — God bless my 
dear husband's bones, wherever they lie ! I have not 
had the comfort of planting a balsam upon his grave ! 
but such was the Lord's will — I water the balsams 
with my tears instead. But now that I speak of 
those dear flowers, which I have loved so much, ever 
since your father presented me with one, on St. 
Kathrlna's day, many a year ago — I remember your 
jnention of the dear little house, where I and my 
Amman lived many happy days together, when you 
were a child. Do not forget in your next to say who 
lives there now. — I can scarcely believe that any one 

in H still remembers me so well, as for my sake, 

to cherish the balsams ; .but, however that may be, I 
shall be equally anxious to hear what you have to tell 
me about them. Our old Annika, as well as *the 
others' (I knew well you meant your poor neigh- 
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bours), thank you kindly for your remembrance of 
them. Annika misses you sadly, and the faithful 
soul sighs and prays with me ; your welfare she has 
much at heart : and it is sweet for me to hear our 
poor old men and women praise you for every parcel 
of tobacco, and every trifle of snuff, that you gave 
them from your savings-box. They all miss you. Ah 
yes I but it is needless to speak of that. I commend, 
you to the Lord's protection, and beg of you, from 
my heart, to attend to my advice, and not follow too- 
literally uncle Pehr's letter, which he has shown me.,. 
You understand, child, he means in reality just what, 
I do, but the good man has his own particular way 
of expressing himself. 

" Your loving mother, 

"Kathrina Arnman.'* 

A fortnight after Arve received this letter from 
his mother, he wrote to her again, amongst other 
things, — 

"All is now right, and as it should be, be- 
tween my patroness and me ; and my good mother 
must not vex herself with the idea that I am too 
proud to humble myself. — No, do not think so ! I am 
not so wilful, but that one may with a friendly hand 
put a bit in my mouth, though I have too much spirit 
O 3 
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not to try to rid myself of it, if I perceive they 
would drive me like an ox in the plough. 

" It is certain that for a few weeks, the lady did not 
speak to me. The Collector affected not to observe 
it ; and I let matters take their course, although I 
ahnost regretted the former state of things, as better 
according with my disposition, which suffered from 
seeing stiff manners and cold looks. Lars was more 
saucy than ever, and was left to take care of himself. 
Then it happened, happily for the restoration of peace 
in the family, that afSte was to be given on the mas- 
ter's birth-day, for which the lady required all the 
assistance she could procure. Amongst other things, 
it was proposed to act a little play; but, seeing there 
were no decorations, the plan was somewhat difficult 
of execution. Then the lady recollected she had 
sometimes seen me daubing with water-colours, an 
amusement for which I have to thank my good 
imcle Pehr ; and immediately she determined to make 
me sit up all night, and steal as much time as I could 
from the day, that I might, by her directions, daub 
over some sheets of paper, pasted, together, into a re- 
presentation of a room, and a meadow with a group 
of trees. A fewjiays previous to this, I had already 
remarked that sunshine was approaching, for, at table^ 
instead of *Does Mr. Amman choose a little more?' 
it was, * Send your plate here, Amman, and have a 
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little more soup;' — * Sit properly, little Lars ! Look 
at Amman — he sits as upright as if he had been ten 
years at the dancing-school ; and yet it is only nature 
in his case ;' or, * Where is your pocket-handkerchief, 
i»y boy ? Nobody else shall take charge of it ; you 
are now quite a man ; ' and so forth. All these indi- 
cations, gave me much pleasure ; I saw they would 
lead to some important result ; and so it proved. One 
evening when the Collector was at the club, a time 
when all household matters are arranged, I was asked 
to go down to the lady, who received me very 
kindly. 

** * You never come down stairs now, in the evening,' 
she said. ** A young man should not be resentful. Let 
us think no more of what is past : one has always 
enougt to do with what one has on hand. Whiat 
think you, my dear Amman? ' 

" * I am not resentful,' replied I, frankly, and pleased 
with the reconciliation ; * only I have not ventured to 
come since ' •• ' 

" * Nonsense I ' interrupted she, smiling. * Amman, 
you should come and go, when you choose : it was 
always our intention to look on you as one of our- 
selves. But now, to speak of something else, I have 
a small favour to ask of you, if you are inclined to 
gratify me.' 

" * If it is any thing in my power, I am sure it will 
O 4 
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give me pleasure.* You see that I was polite, 
mother. 

" * Oh yes I you can certainly do it/ resumed the 
lady, and appeared much pleased with my answer. 
'I have seen you paint sheep, and various other 
things ; and what I wish you to attempt, is surely not 
more difficult, — merely a cottage on a green hill : 
however ill done, that will not appear by lamp- 
light' 

" But afterwards my patroness discovered so many 
other things for me to do, that I was quite dis- 
mayed. The fete was to be in eight days, and in 
that time, I must not only have the so-called deco- 
rations painted, but must be present in the garret, to 
give the needful directions to the carpenter, who was 
to transform it into a theatre. Then I had the task of 
immediately writing out the parts of a little drama, 
which the lady left with me ; I had daily to 
exercise Lars in his part ; and, lastly, on the day of 
performance, I was to be prompter, and besides to 
have eyes and ears over all. * For it is of such days,' 
added she, confidentially, ^ that the servants are apt to 
avail themselves.' ^ 

** When she ceased speaking, my head seemed to 
whirl round. There was but one thought that stood 
distinctly before me, and that I directly expressed. 
* At what time is all this to be done? — as during the 
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whole day I have to write in the office^ or be out on 
my master's errands.' 

" * Oh, my dear Amman 1 ' said the lady, and 
looked so very kindly on me that I believed her, 
* people can always do what they will I For my part, 
I have such a multitude of occupations to attend to, 
that I foresee I shall be obliged to devote part of 
the night to them.' Now I understood from whence 
the time was to come ; but I could not restrain a sigh 
when I thought of the necessity of sitting up and 
yawning over scene-painting, instead of sleeping, 
which I so greatly enjoy. But what was to be done ? 
I was obliged to make a bow, and say I would do my 
best. 

" Through old Brostedt's friendly aid, I contrived 
sometimes to steal away from my employment; and 
by the exertion of all my faculties, every thing was 
actually got ready by the day appointed. The 
piece was acted, my decorations were admired; and I 
could not but wonder how I got together all those 
things which I had scarcely ever heard described 
beforehand. But it was most of all to be wondered 
at, that I should have been able to cram Lars, with 
the little he had to say. However, in the last act, 
he did a ridiculous thing, at which the lady. had 
almost fainted, but it produced a laugh instead. 
Master Xiars was to represent a little Amor^ and to 
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appear as if naked ; for which intent he had on a pair 
of tight-fitting nankeen trowsers, which the lady 
called tricot: but, behold I the god had a cold in his 
head, and just when he should have begun his speech, 
he drew out his blue-bordered pocket-handkerchief — 
which, contrary to his mamma's directions to have 
in readiness behind the scenes, he had hid under 
his shining quiver — and Amor blew his nose so 
loudly that it echoed through the room I The even- 
ing concluded most harmoniously and satisfactorily ; 
and when all was over, and the Collector, with a 
hearty shake of the hand, had thanked me for all my 
trouble, and the lady had patted me on the cheek, 
with the assurance, that she had really found a 
treasure in her clever Amman, I was so obliging 
as to collect all the silver articles^ extinguish the 
lights in the sconces, and put all the remains of 
wine left in the decanters, into one bottle, which I 
then deposited in the store-room, for such wine the 
lady uses for soups, &c., as she informed me. 

" When all my manifold labours were over, it was 
delightful to lay myself down. I had not had a pro- 
per sleep for eight days ; and when I got into bed, it 
really felt as if I had sunk into the kingdom of 
heaven! To this was added the consciousness of 
having, as my dear mother says, himibled my spirit; 
It is a happy feeling to be satisfied with one's self; we 
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can then with a lighter heart think of those, who have 
constantly led us on the right path. 

** The day after the fete, I received a pretty silk 
handkerchief, which the lady had purchased for me. 
By this she has really bound me to her, — for do I not 
read every morning now with the helpless Lars? and 
do I not wash, comb, and brush him, as though my 
future welfare depended on my making a man of the 
self-willed boy? Mother will find now that I have 
* tacked till the wind should change.' 

**But now it is full time to speak of the little 
yellow house, and its tenants. In the same green 
chamber where my dear parents dwelt, there stands 
now a small French bed^ with reddish-brown cotton 
curtains, and its possessor is — Garlmark's widow. 
Y§u were quite mistaken in supposing that the 
Carlmarks did not know whom they had to thank for 
being allowed to keep their property : they had a 
very good notion of that ; but they were too prudent 
to venture to express their conviction of a thing 
that was of such great importance to my father. 
Now it is quite another affair. With me, the son, 
the poor woman loves to speak of the past; and to 
praise and bless Azm, who was not deaf to her 
prayers. 

'^ Carlmark himself has been dead some years ; and 
his wife and only surviving daughter, the youngest. 
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support themselves by sewing. The boys have gone 
to sea : and Fru Carlmark has no one to depend on 
now, except her Josephina; but she is a clever girl ; 
though not more than sixteen, she is as industrious 
and sensible, as if she were double that age ; and I 
really believe I have taken a lesson in patience, since 
I have seen her — the whole live-long day, without 
allowing herself the smallest interval of rest, sitting 
bent down over her work ; and then, when evening 
comes, she is so friendly and pleased, if she can pro- 
cure her mother a little amusement, or help her with 
what she has to do. It is so pleasing, and does one's 
heart good, to see their conduct towards each other I 
And I do believe that you are right, mother, in 
saying, that * there is nothing in all God's rich and 
beautiful world that can be compared with a. mother's 
happiness in a dutiful child! ' This happiness shines 
in Fru Carlmark's eyes every time she looks at her 
Josephina, and follows her nimble fingers when she 
works for the support of her old mother. 

" Josephina is not in the least degree pretty. 
She is pale, and thin; and the bending carriage, 
which she has acquired from constantly stooping 
over her work-frame, gives her naturally small 
slender figure, a sickly, and imprepossessing ap- 
pearance. But that is of no consequence ; one does 
not see it, or at least does not think of it, when 
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one looks at her sweet soft eyes. They are of the 
finest blue^ and have such a remarkably good ex- 
pression^ that I can never conceive how any one 
can have the heart to argue with the poor girl about 
. the price of her work. I became acquainted with 
them through my patroness, who sent me there, to 
inquire the price of the embroidery on two pieces of 
cloth for curtains — the lady has a habit of sparing 
her servants going messages, if she can get them done 
otherwise — ^for,' says she, * they steal from me, 
double the time that is required for their messages.' 
On this occasion I went with much pleasure; for, 
since you had told me so much about the Carl- 
marks, I felt very desirous to see them: besides, 
they lived in the same house where my beloved 
parents once dwelt. 

" I went there, and knocked at the door of that 
room, where I myself had run and played, while yet 
a little boy in a frock. A gentle * step-in,' invited 
me to open the door. It is a singular feeling to 
enter amongst strangers, where one was formerly at 
home. It seemed to me at that moment, as if all 
stood distinctly before me, from the time that I sat 
with the A-B-C book in my hand, on the stool 
beside the stove, with its horses and riders. It 
stood exactly where it did, in its old place, and I 
could scarcely take my eyes off it ; for I remembered 
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always more distinctly how often, when I wished to 
take hold of these figures, I burned blisters on my 
fingers ; and how mother said then, * Go away from 
the stove, you little monkey, or you'll get whipped 
into the bargain ! ' At last,, however, I recoUected 
that I had another errand than to look at my old 
acquaintance. I turned, and there stood the old 
woman and her daughter, examining me with as 
much attention as I did my dear horsemen on the 
stove. * My parents once lived here,' said I, be- 
cause I thought I could not give them a simpler and 
better explanation of my emotion: *my name is 
Arvid Amman.' 

** ^ Amman ! ' exclaimed Fru Carlmark, and her 
eyes sparkled with joy, * you are most welcome ! I 
knew your father and mother very well, Mr. Am- 
man. Have they ever mentioned the Carlmarks to 
you?' 

" Now the acquaintance . was made. I must 
drink coffee from their little coffee-pot,, and see 
how well the balsams were thriving : they are so 
well cared for, as a remembrance of the worthy 
Fru Amman. I was so happy, sitting by old Fru 
Carlmark, and hearing her praises of my dear 
parents, that I had almost forgot my patroness's 
commission. At length, when she had exhausted 
her narrations, of how, during the first few years. 
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they had had tolerably good success in their new 
business^ but afterwards, through mischances^ had 
fallen into deeper poverty than ever, I produced my 
message, to put an end to a conversation that was 
certainly painful to her. The good woman seemed 
thankful to commence a new chapter : she had too 
much regard for her deceased husband's reputation, 
to acknowledge that his inclination for strong drink, 
and the negligence consequent upon it, had occa- 
sioned the mischances, which had again brought her 
and her child, into the trying school of poverty. I 
honoured Fru Carlmark's reserve in this matter. 
At last we spoke of the curtains ; and mother and 
daughter together, reckoned up the price : but when 
I came home, the lady thought it imreasonably 
high; and I was deputed to go and make them a 
specified offer. I had small heart to this errand ; for 
I had seen their joy on receiving such a large piece 
of work ; and they had reckoned the time so 
minutely that would be required to finish it, that I, 
who heard it, could not imagine how they could do 
the work for so small a price: to offer them now 
about two thirds, was what I could as little do, as to 
rob them of the whole of the profit they reckoned 
on. I am sure my good mother will not blame me 
for what I did, nor uncle Pehr either, though he 
may shake his head, and say, ' Ay, ay, he can 
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well afford such an outlay indeed ! ' I went to Fru 
Carlmark^ and told her the lady was satisfied with 
the terms ; and to my patroness I said just the same 
of her. Josephina laboured diligently, and the lady, 
had the satisfaction of putting up the new curtains 
for the grand fSte. I made up what was wanting of 
the payment; and I think I never was so happy, 
as when I went to Fru Carlmark, and on my 
mistress's account paid the amount. Josephina's 
pale cheeks assumed a hue as delicate as the finest 
tint of the balsams: I thought her quite pretty 
when she handed the small sum to her mother. 

*^ Since that time I continue to peep in there, now 
and then, when I am passing that way. I commonly 
take my place beside the stove, so that I can survey 
by turns my old friends in armour and Josephina, 
whom I can see sideways. It is a pity she is so thin 
and pale ; she certainly works even during the night, 
poor girl ! But I can only pity her for the weary 
life she leads, and sometimes enliven her a little, 
either by relating my adventures at home among the 
rocks, or by descriptions of our comfortable little 
home, where every thing turns round the two main 
pillars, my mother and the old lieutenant. In con- 
clusion, I shall mention, that my mother's anxiety 
respecting Jungfru Christina, is now at least, without 
foundation ; I seldom go into the kitchen, for I do 
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not Wish to have any thing more to do with her. 
She is a bold^ artful girl : I soon discovered what she 
was ; and now she shows me all manner of ill-will^ 
instjead of her former friendliness : but I take no notice 
of that. I would rather be tormented by Lars^ who 
plays me all possible tricks, than waste a single 
minute in listening to her slanderous tongue. I do 
not know whether her master is displeased with her 
also, but certain it is, that he did not dare to say a 
word yesterday at dinner, when his wife said, * I have 
pven the housekeeper her leave to-day ; she is per- 
fectly insupportable ! ' The cause of this, as we learn 
from the lady, was, her having surprised Jungfru 
Christina as she was amusing herself in listening at 
the keyhole. 

** When my dear mother receives this letter, she 
may make herself perfectly easy on all points, and 
even concerning the well-meant counsel in uncle 
Pehr's letter. I do not misunderstand it, and, like 
my mother's, it may be of use to me at its proper 
time. With God's help, you shall have comfort in 
me hereafter ; and I am not without hope, of in time 
getting such a situation as my father had. It is true 
it may be troublesome, but it is an active brisk life, 
and something dashing too, to carry the king's flag ! 

" What I have not mentioned to you, I shall write 
VOL. I. p 
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to the lieutenant. Kind remembrance to Annika, 
and all my poor friends ; I shall be sure to keep 
them in mind at Christmas. Grod grant we may 
not have a very severe winter I for then I should 
not have a happy day for thinking of the misery that 
our little village would have to suffer. But other* 
wise I am pleased^ and fiilly satisfied ; and stand well^ 
as you see, mother, with my superiors, who send 
kind regards through 

** Your^own Abve.'* 
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CHAP. XVL 

Bather more than three years after our last visit td 
Tistelon, we find its inhabitants on a stormy evening 
in the beginning of December, assembled round the 
evening fire. Erika and Gabriella, who was now 
nearly sixteen years of age, and blooming in youth- 
ful beauty, sat at their work in sileince. Anton had 
crept into his comer by the chimney, where he leaned 
against the wall half asleep ; while Birger and Hardld- 
son smoked their pipes, and listened to the howling 
of the storm, as with few words they paced up and 
down the room. 

The supper had been removed, and Erika had 
already risen from her chair several times in order 
to retire to rest ; but the raging blast that ever and 
anon swept past the windows, and shook them in 
their frames, had always induced her to sit down 
again. It struck her as so unusually dismal and 
awful, that she almost feared the least change in hei^ 
own position. 

But not only Erika's feelings, even those of the 
men, inured as they were to storms, seemed this 
p 2 
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evening to be impressed with awe. It was as if 
Nature in her fury, had exerted her wondrous power 
over the human heart, and from out the night of the 
past, had called up all terrible memories to mingle in 
the conflict. 

Gabriella — she in whose mind were no dark re- 
membrances — was the first to break silence. " Surely 
such a storm as this never raged before," said she. 
" Did you, father, ever hear worse than this ?" 

The old man answered only by a looE of con- 
tempt. 

** Such storms are the usual attendants on winter," 
said Erika ; and sought by the calm tone of her voice, 
to conceal her disquiet. 

"No," interrupted Birger, "Grabriella is right; 
we have had no storm like this for many years." 

Erika shuddered, but GabrieUa rose and went to 
the window: her eyes strove to pierce through the 
thick darkness, as her forehead rested on the window- 
pane, but nothing could be distinguished; no star could 
penetrate the heavy masses of clouds. All Nature 
without looked like a deep grave ; but the peace of 
the grave was not within its depths. There a thou- 
sand voices howled — noises wild and terrible, as the 
mocking laugh of Despair. But in the .midst of this 
^scordant din, a ringing harmonious sound could at 
times be distinguished ; and to those acquainted with 
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Nature's uproar, and recognised her tones, the sound 
was more appalling than the roar of the ocean. It 
was the clang of the masses of ice, which the storm 
had torn asunder, and were now tossed on the bil- 
lows, and dashed in pieces by the swelL 

The young girl retreated from the window, but 
the old man took down his sea-jacket, saying, " Nay, 
now I. really must go down and look after the boats." 

"Heavens! what is that?" exclaimed Grabriella, 
hastily pointing to the window she had just left. To 
the consternation of every one, an outstretched hi^nd 
was discernible on the pane, which, from without, 
tapped feebly on the glass. 

Haraldson and Birger hastened out, and while 
Erika and Gabriella yet stood in dumb amazement, 
the former returned, bringing in a poor frozen 
creature, a sailor-boy, who, from some shipwrecked 
vessel, had been, as by miracle, cast alive upon the 
solitary island. As soon as they beheld a human 
being, and in such a situation, the dismay of Erika 
and Gabriella was exchanged for the warmest and 
most active sympathy. The poor boy receiyed all 
the aid his wants required, while each inquired, by 
turns, " Who are you ? " ** From whence do you 
come ? " " Are there more of you ? " But these ques- 
tions remained unanswered. The youth at last 
shook his head, and with his stiffened hand pointed 
P 3 
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westward. Haraldson seized Ms hat ; he seemed to 
hesitate between the wish to hear some particulars 
from the lad; (who began gradually to come to him- 
self;) and the impulse to find out himself^ what had 
happened. 

" Poor feUow,** said Birger, " can you not speak ? 
If you could but tell us how you .came upon our 
rodbl Some vessel has probably been lost. Are 
you alone saved? or are there others who need 
assistance?" 

" The captain — my captain ! " now burst from 
the boy's lips. It was the first sound that his frozen 
tongue had been able to utter. 

" God be praised ! you have got your speech again. 
Your captain, you say ? Where is he, my boy?" 

" Oh, don't .question him so much, Birger," 
Ghtbriella earnestly entreated. " Let him recover 
himself a little better first. Drink, drink:" and she 
ofiered the lad some beer, which she had warmed as 
fast as possible. 

** My captain I" the youth again exclaimed. " Help, 
help ; he is out on the wreck I " 

'^ Is it near the shore?" Haraldson asked, and 
moved towards the door. 

** Yes. Come, come, let us go ! " said the young 
sailor, whose exhausted strength could not keep pace 
with his eager spirit. ^^ The captain is alone upon 
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the wrecL We stxuck on Paternoster rocks; and 
that's far from here. The crew came on in the long-- 
boat, till she upset here on the rocks. My poor 
shipmates," he cried, bursting into tears ; '^ not one of 
them could save himself! but they deserted the cap- 
tain. — I wanted to stay with him, but he himself 
threw me into the boat. Let us goto him t Gomel 
have not you men and boats here? ^ 

^^ Oh, no I on Pat^noster rocks I ^ said Haraldson, 
with that freezing composure whio^h is inaccessible 
to sympathy. '* No boat can go there from Tistelon 
in such a westerly storm. You may believe, boy," 
he added, as he threw down his hat again, ^^ that the 
old man of the sea, is not basking at his ease to*night; 
and truly you have had some expmence lOf that 
ah-eady!" 

With a gesture of despair, the lad b^ down 
his head; he seemed to be convinced of the, impos- 
sibility of labouring against such a swelL' . , 

'* Yes, it is impossible to go out to-night," said 
Birger ; but one could perceive from his tone th«(t the 
conviction grieved his maDly spirit. " No human 
power could force a boat a single inch against such a 
sea. You must have patience tQl morning, my, good 
lad, and then we shall try to help you*" 

" But my captain I — what wiU becomeof him? Is 
itnot possible to go out to-night ? I am strong. I will 
p 4 
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work. I will row till the blood springs from under 
my nails." 

"It is vain to speak of it," repeated Birger, 
decidedly. " Tell us now how it was with the captain 
and the vessel. Perhaps not so bad as you think. 
In cases of shipwreck it is often more prudent to stay 
on board than to take to the boats, if the vessel does 
not sink directly." 

" What was her cargo ? " inquired Haraldson. 

"We were bringing timber from Westervik:. the 
lading was too light for our beautiful schooner." 

" Oh ! then she'll float, if she does not knock her 
bottom out." 

" We were obliged to let the deck-cargo go, and 
then her bows were stove in directly." 

" But how did you get out the longr-boat ? " 
asked Birger, who, with a seaman's interest, followed 
the youth's narration. 

"Dear Birger," interposed Erika, and stepped 
forward to the shipwrecked lad with hospitable 
kindness, " let him first have some refreshment — 
he wants it sadly ; and, wlule he eats, he will relate 
it all so much more correctly." 

One end of the table was quickly covered; 
Gabriella placed some food on it, and the young 
sailor ate with good appetite. 
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'^ What is your name ? ^ she asked, looking kindly 
on him. 

" Peter Lingren. This was the fourth voyage I 
had made with Captain Kosenberg. I am but a 
youngster ; but I was sure to have been promoted 
when I had got to be a little older.** 

While the youth (notwithstanding his deep dis- 
tress, and although the tears dropped one after 
another from his cheek upon his plate) contrived to 
demolish the dainties set , before him, Anton had 
drawn near, and joined the circle: he asked no 
questions, but his anxious looks testified his interest 
and sympathy, when the young sailor, after his meal, 
resumed his story. 

" Ah, sir I " — he seemed instinctively to address 
himself particularly to Birger — " this Skargord is 
an infernal coast 1 We have now had a westerly 
Storm for three days, which has driven us all the way 
from Anholt. Yesterday evening the topmast went 
overboard ; and it was not possible to put up a new 
one, for the schooner threatened also to roll the main- 
mast after it, and therefore we could not keep the 
sea. The captain began to think of making for a 
port, though that's not commonly his way; but then 
it vexed him so, that he would try to keep out till 
the storm should moderate. When day dawned this 
morning, he thought that the mainmast was not so 
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badly injured; but, after mid-day, a fog came on, so 
that you could not see your hand before you. The 
worst of it was that a sea broke the binnacle, and 
demolished both the light and the compass.. We 
tried to keep off from Paternoster rocks, where- 
about the captain said we ought to be, by his reckon- 
ing; but the tiller-rope broke, and when the ship 
swung round, the mainmast went overboard. We 
were now obliged to cut away the wreck, as she 
would neither obey the helm, nor stand against the 
heavy sea. We began to drive. At sunset we struck. 
At the first shock, the foremast went the same 
way as the others. When we had cast the deck- 
cargo into the sea, the long-boat was got out, slid 
over the larboard-gunwale^ so that we could easily 
get her into the water when the vessel made a lee- 
lurch. By good luck, the cook had lashe<tthe boat's 
painter to the windlass, so that it could not get away 
horn us. The vessel began directly to break up; 
and we lost our bowsprit. The sea drove us always 
higher up on the rocks, and knocked the whole of 
the ship's bottom to pieces. Then the mate called 
out, ' We must leave the wreck, and save ourselves in 
the long-boat.' ' Yes, you may go,' said the cap- 
tain, ^ but I shall stay here, as long as a single plank 
remains.' You must know that the captain is a 
proper seaman — that he is," said Peter, with a look of 
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exultation : '^ I don't think many like Captain 
Kosenberg walk a Sweclish deck I 'Tis true he does 
not spare the canvass ; but then he knows how to get 
along-; and when he takes in a reef^ it niust blow the 
Devil's own gale ! " 

"WeU, I think he would have been wiser had 
he reefed in time^ on this occasion," i:emarked Ha- 
raldson. 

" Yes ; we did reef to-day," continued Peter Lind- 
gren ; ^^ we had all tJjue sails furled except the topsail^ 
and it was close reefed : but, you see, when the ship's 
hour is come, neither reef nor skill of man, can save 
her. It was all over with pur beautiful schooner I 
Never did we think that the cursed Paternoster 
rocks would break the nose of * The Three Sisters.'" 

The dpep sigh which the thought of Paternoster 
rocks forced from the ship-boy, found an answering 
echo in ^k'liton's breast. A shudder ran through his 
whole body ; but he was silent, and only listened, like 
the others, to Peter Lindgren's artless story. 

" Yes, as I said, when we saw it was over with the 
ship, we resolved to take to the long-boat. We begged 
the captain to go with ub, but that he would not hear 
of; then I prayed tim with all my might, to let. me 
remain with him. — I would not desert my capljain for 
soul and body : but you see, our captain never could 
stand contradiction— not he! Before I could look 
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round, he had caught me by the collar, and threw me 
into the long-boat. * God bless you, boy ! ' were his 
last words; *I trust you may be saved: for my- 
self ' The rest we could not hear. The boat 

. pushed off — the mate steered, and we rowed as 
well as we could — every sea washed over us. We 
strove to the utmost to save our lives, but for all 
that, the boat upset. A tremendous sea broke over 
us, just among the surf. How I reached the island I 
know not ; but my comrades are all gone I Their 
cries still ring in niy ears. — This is the worst disaster 
I ever met with! — biit yet I could submit, if only 
my worthy captain could be saved.** 

" We shall see what can be done in the morning,'* 
said Birger. There is at least a possibility that we 
may not come too late. A hardy nature can endure 
much. You have need of rest now, my poor boy I 
WiU you arrange, dear Erika, so aa to let him lie 
down.** 

"And the cargo was timber, you say," repeated 
Haraldson, as if to himself, — **that will float, sure 
enough." 

Peter Lindgren, meanwhile, bowed, and returned 
thanks for his kind reception, after which he followed 
the friendly hostess, who showed him into a small 
bedroom. 

After the young sailor had retired, the household 
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quickly dispersed ; Grabriella went to bed, but her 
rest. was disturbed by the ever-recurring thought of 
the unfortunate captain, who, on the wreck, must en- 
dure all the horrors of that stormy night, without its 
being possible for any human aid to reach him. 

Anton, the pale, melancholy Anton, remained alone 
in the parlour; he stalked up and down, mutter- 
ing to himself, while his countenance expressed both 
hbrror and distress : his mind was evidently shaken 
by recollections, called forth by the story of the-young 
si^lor. Time had, indeed, spread pn outward calm 
over the poor youth's inward conflict ; but at all times 
a degree of derangement might be traced in his eyes, 
though it now no longer disquieted any one; 

Haraldson and Birger stood on the pier, and gazed 
on the storm : it raged and howled around them ; the 
salt foam dashed in furious whirls over the rocky 
isle, on the lee-sid^ of which they stood. Only an 
experienced eye could perceive that Birger's vessel 
lay in its proper place, and being well moored in 
good anchorage, it could ride out the most furious 
storm. 

When the two men had convinced themselves that 
all was right on their own coast, they returned in 
silence ; neither seemed inclined to communicate with 
the other. They had, no doubt, always been taciturn, 
but formerly, their thoughts and their resolutions, met 
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in action; now^ it was otherwise: they continued 
indeed to live together^ but in reality more apart than 
if the wide ocean had divided them. If the past de- 
sire for plunder, and love for wild adventure, had 
revived in the breast of the old man, it was necessary 
to repress it, for he knew that in his son's mind, 
every thought of their former reckless life, only 
awoke abhorrence. An Unconscious sigh, perhaps, 
conveyjed Haraldson's farewell to the piratical deedfif, 
of i^ch his sinful life could boast. 

Jifter an anxious and sleepless night, the inhabit-^ 
ants of Tistelon at last saw the grey dawn tinging 
ike horison ; the storm had somewhat abated, but it 
still blew so hard, as to make the projected attc^mpt 
doubtful. Erika mulled some wine, which Biiger 
wa& to take with him, and Gtibriella was extremely 
active ia^ brining otit blankets and furs ; for it was 
not poa^ible to congee her that warmth could be 
hurtfcd to the shipwrecked captain, if indeed he 
should be foimd aliVe. 

Meanwhile the preparations were soon made ; and 
before it was quite daylight, the impatient seamen 
set out on their perilous voyage. Haraldson did not 
accompany them ; — ^not that he felt his sixty years too 
heavy for such an adventure, for his body was strong 
«and hardy ; but Grabriella had begged him to remain 
at home ; and Birger added his dissuasions, because he 
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wished to manage the affair himself, which oould not 
be thought of, if the old man were present. At 
home — in the house, Haraldson was content to let 
Birger have his own will ; but on the sea, he must 
command, and nothing could move him a hairV 
breadtL 

The two females remained long upon the pier, 
following, with troubled looks, the movements of the 
boat. Now, it was raised on a mountain wave, wjiich, 
in an instant flung it back, as far as the exertions of 
the men, for many minutes, had forced it onwards ; 
now, a mass of ice threatened to crush it; and only 
the experienced hand of Birger, who steered, pre^ 
vented the destructibn every moment impending. 

"Ahl there is no possibility; they will never 
reach the wreck," isighed Grabriella, and looked 
anxiously at Erika. ^ 

" They may, and they may iit)t, — all accor&ig to 
God's will I Yet Birger is strong and active : I saw 
in his eyes, that he would exert himself to the ut*" 
most." 

" Yes ; but if the wreck does not hold together^ 
and that part on which the bold captain stands, is 
driven far away, how caii they ever reach him 
then ? " A large tear swelled in Gabriella's eye : the 
thought was so unspeakably bitter, that perhaps help 
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might come too late — perhaps might never reach him 
for whom she was interested. 

'*We must leave that in the hand of God, my 
Gabriella," said Erika, soothingly, "We shall at 
least have the consolation of having done what we * 
could. But do you see that your father and Anton, 
who are standing up there on the rock, are answering 
some signal from the boat? With Grod's help, that 
is a good sign. Let us go in ; we can no longer dis- 
tinguish anything ; and the water rises so high, it is 
washing pver your feet ^ yjffia will take cold." 

"Oh I that is nothing ; I am so strong. Your feet 
are wet too, Erika; but you never think of yourself. 
See, there's Anton coming down: perhaps he has 
some comfort l^^^give us." 

Meanwhile, Birger, who had placed two of his most 
active men at the oars, made straight for Paternoster 
rocks, where, according to the shipboy's account, the 
wreck should lie. Their progress was arduous, but 
the stout seamen wearied not. . Each time they were 
thrown back by a heavy sea, or by taking a circuit, 
they made up for it by renewed exertions. They 
began to perceive fragments of the wreck amongst 
the pieces of ice; and it was this discovery they 
announced to Haraldsbn. Here, a quantity of timber 
had got entangled; there, some of the rigging was 
wound round a mass of ice ; and pieces of a mast. 
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with some of the painted boards of the gunwale^ 
danced on the waves. 

The sailor-boy, who had been silent all the morning, 
sat in the bow of the boat, and pointed, with expres- 
sive gestures, at every fragment that rushed past of 
his much-loved schooner. In his young breast they 
caused an agony, resembling what is felt on 
seeing one's native land devastated. But it was not 
now the time to yield to tender feelings : he must 
search for his captain; and every thought of his 
mind, every nerve of hisj^ye, was strained to catch a 
trace of the loved form. At length, an object was 
discerned amongst the ice. To Peter Lindgren's 
faithful eye, it conveyed everything ; to the others, it 
was indistinct, nearly resembling a^ sea-bird over 
which the foam was dashing. 

" That is the captain I that must be him ! " cried 
the youth, springing up. 

"Impossible," answered Birger; **no living thing 
is to be seen near Paternoster rocks. If there has 
been a wreck here, it has long ago been washed away; 
we see nothing but the breakers dashing over the 
rocks" 

" There it is ! " continued Peter, decidedly. " Don't 
you see something green?" 

*^ Upon my soul, there is something like a green 
VOL. I. Q 
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bush amongst the pieces of ice," said one of the 
sailors. 

" That's the capstan I" cried Peter, joy ftdly : "and 
there beside it, stands the captain ! " 

" Truly," said Birger, who was straining his whole 
powers of sight, *^that does look like a wreck. Pull 
away, boys I cheer up ! " And with lusty tugs at the 
oiars, the boat was forced to cut the foaming billows* 

Birger's eye followed, with an^ety, the always 
more distinguishable parts of the wreck. "The 
green capstan I see very well," said he to Peter ; 
"but no appearance of a man. The deck seems 
almost entire, but the bulwarks are gone." 

"Yes, but the captain may, be there yet," replied 
Peter, eagerly : " he cannot be anywhere else. I am 
quite sure he is there." 

The rowing was continued ; and, through ice and 
breakers, they at length drew near to the bare 
wreck. All that gives a ship its airy elegance — all 
the poetry of the moving form, the masterpiece of 
human art and calculation — was gone, was a prey to 
the raging waves ; and on the solitary deck, the green 
capstan stood alone, like a gigantic sea-rose upon the 
swelling surge. Where the wreck stuck fast be- 
tween the rocks it formed a shelter, where the boat 
lay-to ; and scarcely had the prow touched the wreck, 
when Peter Lindgren sprang on deck, and ran to the 
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capstan^ whence he sent forth a joyful shout. ^^ The 
captain is here ! — the captain is here ! " he repeated^ 
but the second time, in a voice where joy had givea 
place to sorrow. Birger, who was close behind the 
lad> stopped short at the sight, which, beheld more 
nearly, had changed Peter's exultation into the 
deepest grief. A man indeed lay, lashed fast to the 
capstan, but lifeless ; and it appeared evidently, that 
he had exerted his last remaining strength in fasten- 
ing a rope round his body to keep him there. He 
was a young man. The pale features were shaded 
by a mass of dark hair, and the stiff-frozen limbs 
showed a powerful form. On his eye-lashes stood 
jErozen drops ; but what feeling had called forth those 
hardened tears, God and himself, only knew — if, 
indeed, they were not drops from the sea, which had 
frozen fast on the dying son of the ocean. 

"There seems nothing to be done here I" said 
Birger, with emotion. "All human aid, I fear, 
comes too late." 

" Yes, that is plain enough," sobbed Peter ; " but 
we'll take him with us, nevertheless." 

" How shall we get the body into the boat ? " asked 
one of the sailors. " It might as well remain where 
it is." 

A look from Birger imposed silence. , The next 
instant, Peter had cut through the rope with his dasp- 
Q 2 
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knife ; and with a strength such as no one could have 
supposed he possessed at his age, he raised his beloved 
captain, and bore him a few ^eps forward. 

With Birger's assistance he was got into the boat : 
'^And now, my lads," said Birger, with the short, 
calm tone, which always gave weight to his com- 
mands, " now, we must pull hard ! The success of 
our tmdertaking depends on how soon we can get 
home. Life may still be found in him I*' His strong 
hand directly grasped the helm ; and, without wasting 
a word, the men began to pull. 

The return was, luckily, not accompanied by so 
many difficulties as the going out. The boat flew 
rapidly before the waves ; and in the meantime Peter, 
according to Birger's directions, rubbed the captain's 
frozen face and hands, with snow. Soon, a slight 
degree of motion was observed in the eyelids ; and 
the more perceptible it became, the louder rose 
Peter's unrestrained shouts of joy, which were soon 
answered by waving of hats from Tistelon. 

The boat soon rounded the point on the lee-side of 
the island, and came close to the pier. 

All the inmates of the house were there to meet 
them, Erika and Gabriella in front; but Birger 
pointed to the senseless captain, and they involuntarily 
dtew back. "All hope is not extinguished of a small 
subtraction from my heavy debt," he whispered to 
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Erika. He clasped her in his arme^ and then hastened 
to have the shipwrecked man carried into a room 
without fire. 

'*But, good heavens! I have scarcely seen him I'* 
cried Grabriella; "how pale and wretched he looked! 
He must have suffered dreadfully before his senses 
left him ! But why is he not to be brought in> 
father?" 

" It would never do, child ! " answered Haraldson^ 
in the gentle tone, which he used only to Gabrielhu 
** Are you the daughter of an old sailor, and don't 
know that a warm room is not the thing for frozen 
limbs?" 

** Oh yes ! to be sure I have heard that," said our 
young heroine : " but one cannot remember all that 
one hears." 

The fact was, that Gabriella, besides the warmest 
sympathy, felt a very great degree of curiosity to get a 
nearer view of the pale shipwrecked man, who already, 
by his determination to remain on the wreck, had 
made a favourable impression on her lively and reso- 
lute spirit. But to see him now, was impossible ; for 
in the room into which he had been carried only the 
men of the family were collected ; and she was vexed 
that he had not been taken directly, wet and stiff 
as he was, into the usual sitting-room, 
Q 3 
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Erika remarked Grabriella's little disappointment, 
and pointed out to her, in few words, the wisdom of 
Birger's arrangements — when Grabriella saw that pa- 
tience was all that remained for her to practise. 
. Meanwhile, Birger, Peter Lindgren, and also the 
usually indolent Anton, busied themselves about 
the stranger. Their humane exertions were not 
fruitless. They remarked the breast heave, the eyes 
open, and the features regain some animation. 
With an expression of surprise he awoke to con- 
sciousness. '^What is this?" he asked, as his eyes 
wandered round the room. 

**The captain 1 — the captain lives!" burst from 
Peter Lindgren, who was nearly out of his senses 
with joy. " The captain lives; for certain !" 

Captain Rosenberg, with great effort, raised his 
head. His first look fell on Peter, the next on 
Birger. ^^ Where am I ?" said he, slowly. 

** You are saved from the wreck," answered ^i^ger ; 
*' and the assistance we have been able to give you, 
you are heartily welcome to." 

The captain covered his face with his hands ; his 
memory gradually became more distinct, *^Ha!" 
said he, with a peculiar expression, ^^I have been 
wrecked again!" He was silent a few moments, 
and in this silence there was something affecting. 
It was not effeminate grief, neither was it stubborn 
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pride nor pitiful irresolution : it was the feeling of a 
man suddenly made aware of a misfortune, the 
greatness of which, he alone could estimate. He soon 
recovered himself, however, and turning to Birger 
said, " I surely have you, sir, to thank for my pre- 
servation." 

"No, I have only contributed to it," answered 
Birger. " It is this faithful, brave boy, whom Pro- 
vidence cast upon our island, when the long-boat 
was upset, you have to thank for your life. — It was 
he who led the way." 

" So, Peter," said the captain, and looked at the 
youth with a long affectionate gaze. ^'But your 
comrades, Peter 1" 

" Captain, they are all lost together I " And Peter's 
eyes, which had jiist been beaming with gladness, 
were now moistened with tears. 

"It is sad the crew should have perished," 
muttered the captain; "able fellows every one of 
them! and you alone are here, Peter 1" he added 
aloud. " Come here and help me to rise; I will try 
whether my legs will support me. Just so, my boy ! 
you worthy soul ! " And another kind look (for it was 
not Rosenberg's way to lavish many words of praise) 
put too much life into Peter. "Gently, gently !" 
exclaimed the captain, impatiently; "tskke hold of 
Q 4 
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me gently! I am not a deal board! Will you 
handle me gently, you rascal !" 

" God be praised !" muttered Peter, with sparkling 
eyes ; " he is alive, and all right now." 

Birger supported the captain on the other side. 
," You can walk tolerably well now," said he; "a 
little refreshment will do you good. May I ask you 
to come into a warmer room, where my father, with 
my wife and sister, wait with impatience to see our 
guest?" 

The captain threw a glance at his wet jacket ; but 
Birger showed him a suit of dry clothes, and the 
necessary linens, with which Anton had just entered. 
"See, my brother has provided these things: but 
we will retire ; you will be better pleased with an 
attendant you are accustomed to." 

"I thank you," said the captain, with a look of 
acknowledgment to Anton, who laid the clothes be- 
side him. *^ A shipwrecked man is obliged to avail 
himself without ceremony of the kindness that is 
offered him." 

** I shall come back for you in a few moments," 
said Birger, and left the room with Anton, who, 
though taciturn as usual, was evidently interested by 
this interruption to his quiet indolent life. 

" So, Peter!" said the captain, "it was you who 
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begged these honest people to save my life ? — Well, I 
wonder if I shall ever be able to drive navigation 
into your stupid skulL If so, you will be a good 
seaman. But what are you standing staring at? 
You see now that I am alive : rather help me to put 
on these clothes, and see that I look something like 
other people." 
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CHAP. XVIL 

In the little comer room, Erika's place of refuge 
when she required to be alone, Birger found his wife. 
There was a respectful tenderness in the caution 
with which he half opened the door. 

** Come in, Birger I " said Erika, kindly ; " I see 
by your looks that you bring good tidings." 

^* Yes," said he, and bending over his wife, whis- 
pered, " God has permitted me to assist in saying the 
life of a fellow-creature ; your prayers, my Erika ! 
will do the rest." 

In Erika's soft eyes there shone a sweet and blessed 
peace. It seemed to her, also, as if the saving of the 
shipwrecked man reduced, in some degree, the amount 
of Birger's heavy debt ; and so she regarded every 
good action he was enabled to perform. It was 
remarkable how this man, — serious, resolute, and 
energetic in his manners and conduct, with ability 
to exercise the power of a determined will, over all 
feebler natures, and who was generally respected and 
esteemed for integrity and honesty, — when alone 
with his wife, and his conscience (they might be said 
to be on«), assumed immediately another character. 
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Towards her, he was tender and mild, even to weak* 
ness ; she xead his inmost heart ; she saw the gnaw- 
ing worm that never allowed him to rest : but it was 
her gentle care that caused the pain to be at times 
felt less acutely. She led her husband's thoughts to 
God— she led them to good deeds — to active exertion : 
she left him not to himself; every anxiety she shared 
with him, and every household care. He concealed 
no undertaking from her ; and she encouraged and 
even suggested mercantile speculations, not for gain, 
— no one could prize it for its own sake less than she 
did, — but because the exercise of all his energies gave 
his mind a freer and more healthy direction. 

Perhaps Erika did not herself know how dear 
Birger had become ta her. To-day, when she stood 
on the pier, and saw how his steady, powerful arm 
steered the little boat securely through ice and 
breakers — when she saw him, immovably calm and 
resolute, contend with the raging sea for every inch 
of his way — then her heart swelled both with a 
woman's fears, and a woman's pride. These feelings 
•were impressed by nature's own power. Women 
love to see men accomplish enterprises which require 
self-possession and strength of mind, — not because 
they ought always to act the part of the weaker 
vessel, as some have maintained, but simply be- 
cause the energy of the man, particularly of one 
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beloved, enlivens her own : she learns to esteem and 
honour him; and these feelings confirm love far 
more than a multitude of unmeaning worn-out 
phrases. 

But to speak more particularly of Erika — such 
was also the effect on her. Every autumn she had 
been uneasy until Birger's return put an end to 
anxiety : but before to-day, she had never seen his 
life in danger. The impression was deep: under 
her calm exterior dwelt warm feelings, and the duty 
of loving, had imperceptibly become the impulse of 
her heart; but the habit of self-command was so 
strong in Erika, that none of her emotions were 
observed by Grabriella, with whom she had conversed 
quietly and resignedly as usual. 

It was Birger alone who, at the first glance, per- 
ceived that her heart beat with warmer anxiety for 
him than it was wont : perhaps it was the emotion 
this occasioned, which made him, quite contrary to 
his usual custom, embrace his wife in the presence 
of strangers. Be that as it might, they now stood 
alone in the dusky apartment. Birger's arm en- 
circled her waist, with the almost timid devotion 
with which he loved Erika; and willingly and 
affectionately she leant her head on his shoulder, 
^* I really almost believe that you love me now, 
Erika," said he, and looked at her confidingly. 
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*^ Yes, BIrger, God knows I love you very dearly ! 
But we ought not to spend this time on ourselves ; 
we must think of our guest. How is he ? " 

^* Much better than I could have expected. He 
is now, with the help of that brave lad, putting on 
dry clothes: I shall soon bring him in. Is Ella 
getting breakfast ready ? " 

" Yes, it is quite ready. , Is the captain good- 
looking ? " 

^y He appears to me to be a well-made, handsome 
man : a little stern on board, I suspect." 

" And how does he bear his misfortune ? " 

" As a man should do — he has said little about 
it." 

" Erika, Anton says the captain is coming in 1 " 
exclaimed Gabriella, at the door, expecting to sur- 
prise her sister-in-law with the news. 

" I know, I know ! Birger is going now to fetch 
him: make haste to get things put on the table, 
dear Gabriella ! " 

Gabriella flew to the kitchen, and from the kitchen 
to the parlour. ^^ Shall I bring some wine ? " she 
asked; but, as no one heard her, she brought, on 
her own responsibility, two bottles of Haraldson's 
own old valued stock. 

The old man met her as she was returning with her 
prize. " What have you there, my dove ? " asked he. 
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" Wine 1 father." 

" Wine I truly ale might serve the turn; But 
where did you bring it from ? " 

" Oh 1 I crept up upon the barrel, and took it 
from the highest shelf: the best kind stands there." 

** But that is my old wine, such as cannot be had 
in these times, and which was not to be touched 
before your marriage, child I I had just hid it there 
for your sake ; so now you shall carry them care- 
fully back, and put them in the same place again." 

"Till my marriage! I have not got a lover 
yet." 

*^ If you live, youTl be sure of a lover, my girl I 
But take back the wine, and don't chatter : Birger 
has some port-wine on th€ under shelf; take a bottle 
of that." 

*^ Yes I but — there is the door of the blue room 
opening," said Gabriella, listening ; ^^ I cannot meet 
him carrying bottles I Dear, dear father, let the 
marriage wine go ; there is plenty still left." 

" You little spendthrift 1 " Haraldson hastily 
caught hold of one of the bottles, and had just locked 
it in a cupboard, of which he kept the key, when 
'Birger entered, supporting the shipwrecked captain, 
and presented his guest to Haraldson, who civilly 
bade him welcome ; afterwards to S^riii;^, who ap- 
peared from the other side ; and lastly to Gabriella, 
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who directly placed a chair for the captain, as he 
seemed to find mnch difficulty in standing. 

" I was far from anticipating," said Captain 
Rosenberg, hastily glancing from the pleasant hos- 
tess to the charming Rose of Tistelon, "when I 
last night commended my soul to God, that I should 
awake to-day in another paradise than that, the 
Scriptures announce to us : but thanks be to God, 
to my spirited lad, and my kind host, I feel won- 
derfully well." 

In the young man's manner of expressing himself, 
there was a readiness and politeness, which, on an 
occasion like the present, showed both self-possession 
and some acquaintance with more refined society. 
Gabriella thought him most attractive in his misfor- 
tune, though Birger's coat was too large for him, and 
consequently unbecoming. 

Erika thought correctly, that the lips spoke a 
dijflferent language from the heart ; for, notwithstand- 
ing the assumed composure, the polite assurances, 
there was in his dark eyes, as they wandered over the 
troubled sea, an expression that plainly told what 
his manly heart scorned to give utterance to, in 
words. It was the silent conflict of a spirit deeply 
wounded, but not crushed, by adversity. 

Captain Carf Rosenberg, a young man of about 
twenty-five years of age, distinguished for more than 
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common ability in his profession, for more than 
common courage — and also for a small portion of 
rashness — had in reality educated himself. — Early 
deprived of the guidance of parents, poor and with- 
out connections, it was owing to his own industry, 
his unwearied activity, and ardent passion for the 
sea, that he had been, so early as in his twenty- 
first year, entrusted with the command of a vessel. 
Sprung from the people (his father had been a 
boatman), it was so much more praiseworthy that 
he had, along with skill in his profession, acquired a 
certain cultivation of mind, which, united to a 
naturally daring spirit, and a particular talent for nar- 
rating seafaring adventures, had opened his way to 
the society of the best Burgher families — an advantage 
from which his manner had gained a degree of polish, 
always becoming, even to the open straightforward 
sailor. But courage, skill, and the confidence of others, 
do not always ward off the visitations of what is called 
mis'luck; about two years before, Rosenberg had 
been wrecked — but then part of the lading and the 
whole of the crew had been saved ; now, all was lost ; 
and along with the wreck, on which he had sunk ex- 
hausted from exertion, he saw his own hopes of fortune 
and independence — perhaps, even of future trust and 
confidence, perish together. 

No wonder that he struggled hard- The young 
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eagle's wings were clipped ; in vain would lie raise 
them for flight. 

"Take half a glass of this brandy," said Birger: 
" truly, you have need of it, Captain ! " 

" It is excellent ! " said Rosenberg, " and could well 
bear its six waters." He held the glass to the light, 
and examined the contents with the eye of a con- 
noisseur. 

*^ Oh ! that is nothing remarkable, compared with 
this old wine," cried Gabriella, smiling, and pointed to 
the bottle she had captured. 

** What ! have you made an inroad on your father's 
own shelf ? " asked Erika, and turned an inquiring 
look at Ilaraldson. 

" The girl does whatever she likes with me," an- 
swered Haraldson, though far from suspecting the real 
truth of what he said. " Do you see this wine. Captain ? 
It is very old. I bought it from a West-India trader, 
ever so many years ago. We shall have a taste of 
it. Hand the corkscrew here, Anton." 

Anton, who got up at the mention of the West- 
India trader, exchanged a significant look with Birger. 
The wine was decanted, and Gabriella invited the 
young captain to taste this choice juice of the grape, 

Rosenberg seemed to be no despiser of good things. 
With a bow to his young hostess, he emptied the glass, 
and said, " Such wine as that, I have not drank, either 
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within or without the kingdom; and I should be 
tempted to believe that it has lain hidden on this 
island since our vaKant sea-kings made their little 
pleasure trips through the world." 

" Yes, they held their great meetings here, on the 
Bohus-lans Skargard," exclaimed Anton, who was 
always wonderfully excited by the smallest reference 
to the saga times. " lyiany ships are to be seen here, 
cut out on the rocks ; so it is most likely that the 
Vikings lived well, here amongst our crags." 

" It is not impossible," said Rosenberg ; " and I do 
not wonder that they chose this wretched Skargard, 
when they wished to live in peace. Their enemies 
would not find it an easy matter to ferret them out 
of such a hiding-place. It is said too, that these 
parts are admirably suited for smuggling." 

" Ah ! those times are past, long ago," observed 
Haraldson. " But as to what concerns the vikings, 
they were, sure enough, a right bold race, that un- 
derstood how to live ; and that they lived here, we 
have every reason to believe. In my youth, when I 
was always moving about, I have often been on 
Sotenas : there, are many remarkable remains of for- 
mer times ; amongst others there is, in the parish of 
Tossene, a smooth rock, on which is carved a whole 
sea fight ; and the great Giant Cauldron, at Busseberg, 
is something worth seeing. The churches, also, con- 
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tain great curiosities, — stones, with Runic inscriptions, 
which great men come from far to see, and write 
about." 

" Well ! what a deal you have seen, father," ex- 
claimed Anton, who for the first time felt a desire to 
make an expedition, that he might have the pleasure 
of inspecting these curiosities of heathen times. 

But Captain Kosenberg did not seem to share 
his taste, for he brought back the conversation to 
more practical topics ; amongst others, to smuggling 
and custom-house duties. " Smuggling," said he, 
turning to Birger, " is a natural, almost pardonable 
consequence of the enormously heavy duty we are 
obliged to pay before we can bring in our goods: 
we absolutely buy them over again." 

" Yet without this burthen, the country, I believe, 
would fare worse," replied Birger: "our own pro- 
ductions would fall considerably." 

*^ It surprises me," said the captain, " to hear that 
opinion where, to be candid with you, I least ex- 
pected it; but I respect every one's convictions: 
however, as to the country, it might be a question 
whether it would not gain more, by a free import and 
export. For example, if we look at the Hanse^ 
Towns, where do we find a richer or more flourishing 
trade than in Hamburg ? I come and go, buy and 
sell, without custom-house spies following at my 
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lieels^ and hunting me like some pitiful wild game. 
Liberty for ever I I am no friend to compulsion and 
imposts." 

"Well said," exclaimed Haraldson, and touched 
glasses with the captain. 

Birger smiled ; he thought what very different ideas 
his father and their guest attached to the dangerous 
trade of smuggling. It was next to impossible that 
he, who had seen the evils attendant on it in their 
darkest shape, should not desire its abolition. Certain 
it is, he now had such a deep abhorrence of all un- 
lawful transactions, that ever since the fearful busi- 
ness of the custom-house boat, he had shunned them 
like the plague, and most unwillingly conversed on 
the subject. However, rather than annoy his guest, 
he continued the conversation, though he expressed 
himself only in general terms. 

" I see how it is," said the captain, smiling ; " I 
don't blame the custom-house regulations, but I 
detest their track-hounds ; and, with my whole hesui;, 
I hate the system of not bringing in every thing 
free. If the obstacles were removed, we should soon 
see if the consequences would not be . . . ." Here 
the captain ceased speaking, and put his hand to his 
forehead, — " I beg your pardon," said he, as he half 
rose, " I am getting too much heated ; my head does 
not feel well." 
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Gabrlella and Erika had both remarked, long 
before this, that he had been growing more and more 
pale, and was trying to subdue some violent bodily 
suffering. In haste the party rose from table, and, 
supported on Birger's arm, the captain staggered to 
the room that Gabriella had already arranged, and 
was immediately put to bed. 

" I expected it would end this way ! " said Harald- 
son to the females. " He talked too much : but he is 
a clever fellow that — a very clever fellow ; his way 
of thinking is what a seaman's ought to be; and 
such spirit tool pity he should have lost the 
schooner." 

" But he may get another," observed Gabriella. 

*^ Oh, yes, to be sure ! But when a man loses all 
he possesses, he sticks fast a long time, if he ever 
comes to good again." 

** Ah, father, such a brave man will soon rise in 
the world again 1 It is very clear that he has no* 
lost courage. Yet, he was shipwrecked once before, 
and has lost his all, this time, — so Peter Lindgren told 
me this morning." 

** So much the worse, child ! for he may lose the 
confidence of his employers; and that is the worst 
case a skipper without a ship, can be in." 
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CHAP. XVIII. 

The following days Rosenberg, in consequence of 
violent fever, was confined to bed. He appeared also 
to suffer much uneasiness of mind, though not a 
word to that effect escaped him ; and it was only- 
after his strength had permitted him to accomplish 
the painful duty of making out a complete statement 
of the shipwreck for the owners of the vessel, that 
he seemed to think of himself and his state of health. 

By-and-by the fever subsided, but it was not so 
easy to restore his frozen feet to a sound state ; and 
it was entirely owing to the skilful and kind atten- 
tion his hostess bestowed on him, that be was able 
in another week to be again in the sitting-room. 
He still could not steady himself in walking, but 
supported by Anton, or Birger, he managed to limp 
to the sofa; and once settled there, the feet were 
deposited in a pair of old Haraldsoh's enormous sealr 
skin boots. 

The sofa was undeniably an excellent place; the 
comfortable stove stood opposite, the coffee-table 
commonly just in front, the shelf with pipes on 
the left, Gabriella's work-table on the right, and 
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herself consequently quite near; for the captain 
always found the right comer of the sofa the most 
agreeable. 

Then the others were grouped around; Handd- 
son in an arm-chair^ making a fishing-net ; Birger 
chipping a set of winders for Erika ; Anton in the 
chiqiney corner^ an old saga in his hand ; and Erika 
with her noiseless spinning-wheel, whirling swiftly 
round. 

Thus calmly and quietly the evenings passed away 
in friendly sociable conversation. During the first 
part of the day, Birger was usually occupied in fish- 
ing, and Erika in the kitchen. Haraldson was then 
in his own room, and Anton clambering over the 
rocks. The captain and Gabriella alone faithfully 
kept their places both forenoon and afternoon; 
and Kosenberg's countenance always expressed un- 
equivocal satisfaction, except during those periods, 
sometimes pretty long ones, when Gabriella, in conse- 
quence of some directions from Erika, was obliged to 
give her attention to domestic af&irs. 

Such a comfortable winter had never been spent 
on Tistelon. The season of Christmas, which used 
to be tedious on the solitary island, vanished a& one 
day ; and all days were like Christmas-day. Rosen- 
berg, who had never before liked being ^hut up in a 
room, took no note how quickly the weeks passed 
B 4 
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away. — at all events the state of his feet did not 
admit of his thinking of a removal ; and so long as the 
snow covered sea and land^ all was welL 

There was no more mention of smuggling ; Bosen- 
berg had observed that Birger disliked the subject, 
and suspected he must have some reason, but was 
too delicate to ask any questions. Descriptions 
of his voyages, what he had seen and suffered in the 
course of them, often very incredible things, always 
drew the family in a circle round him ; and if Birger 
sometimes by a smile indicated a little mistrust, or if 
old Haraldson burst forth with, " No, no ; you must 
be shaving rather close now. Captain I" it gave the 
captain no sort of concern : " I have seen it myself," or 
** I have heard it from perfectly trustworthy people," 
silenced the incredulous. Rosenberg's stories did not 
belong to the sort of coarse sea-anecdotes which go 
by one common denomination ; no, truly, they had 
always some probability, and were varied and fresh 
like his own lively spirit. 

It follows as a matter of course, that a man of 
Rosenberg's qualifications, disposition, and manners, 
must please Gabriella, the artless girl of the Skar- 
gard. The captain's lively and pleasing conversa- 
tion seemed to her the model of all that could be 
attractive in a man. His intercourse was also a good 
school for Gabriella ; for although he neither pos- 
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sessed^ nor desired to make a display, of any really 
refined education, he yet had enough, to show to much 
advantage in the situation he at present occupied. 
His conversational powers contributed to give Ga- 
briella a facility in expressing her ideas, which she 
had not before acquired ; not that she had to 
overcome any awkward timidity, for she had much 
natural ease of manner. It was the habit of being 
in the society of strangers that she wanted, but 
that was soon learnt ; and the captain was evidently 
pleased by the lively girl's playful unaffected manner. 
Anton, likewise, who rarely attached himself to any 
one, showed a wonderful liking for Eosenberg, who 
repaid his good-will by constant and well-understood 
syinpathy. He knew from Gabriella, that Anton had 
suffered from his childhood from a species of derange- 
ment, which, as he grew up, had passed into a quiet 
melancholy — a fanciful mysterious state of mind: and 
although Rosenberg's imagination was ill fitted to 
conceive such a situation, his kind heart always in- 
duced him to try to amuse poor Anton ; and he often 
related, to please him, some mystic saga of the in- 
habitants of the ocean, — a subject that formed 
Anton's highest enjoyment. 

Meanwhile, our captain was not so calm and free 
from uneasiness, as he appeared ; his inactivity, after 
the injury to his feet was removed, lay heavy on his 
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heart. He could not remain where he was for ever, 
and feared, not altogether without reason, that spring 
might surprise him before he had thought of any expe- 
dient for getting to sea again. 

** You can walk quite well now, Catptain Rosen- 
berg," said Gabriella one morning, when the captain, 
in a pair of neat boots, entered, and took his place 
in the comer of the sofa beside her woii-table. 

** Yes, perfectly ; but if I am so ungrateful as not 
to rejoice at it so much as I ought, the pain I feel at 
being soon obliged to part from friendly Tistelon, 
must be blamed for it." 

*^ To part I " exclaimed Gabriella, in great surprise : 
** I thought winter prevented that." 

**We must not think so. With my restored 
health, I have no longer any excuse for clainung 
hospitality; but even could it be extended me, I 
must, nevertheless, go away. I must employ the 
remainder of the winter in looking out for some 
suitable employment against the spring. A captain 
without a ship, parted from my former owners, I 
propose to try my luck in Gothenburg !" 

This was a circumstance which in the two months 
that the agreeable young captain had lived with them, 
Gabriella had never thought of. That Rosenberg 
should stay all the winter at Tistelon, she had made 
herself as sure, of, as that she herself should remain 
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thete ; and so unacquainted was she with the smallest 
degree of self-restraiht, that by her emotion, her 
blushes, and her confusion, she gave very evident 
proofs of the interest she felt in the announcement 
of the truth. " Have you already spoken with my 
brother, — with Birger, of this resolution?" she asked, 
trying to make her voice as steady as possible — in 
vain — a faltering, too perceptible to escape obser- 
vation, made her words unintelligible; and the af- 
fair was not mended by the captain's almost equally 
confused manner of replying, "What did you 
say?" 

" I asked whether Birger knew of your determi- 
nation?" 

**Not yet; but I propose to-day to inform him 
and his more than kind wife, of it. In reality, I have 
extended my winter's rest longer than I ought to 
have done." 

" Oh, yes ! Tistelon is very dull to one accus- 
tomed to more variety," said Gabriella, and thought 
of all that Rosenberg had related to her of his resi- 
dence in different towns. 

" Tistelon has produced roses for me. I have 
here, in spite of my misfortune, spent the happiest 
days of my life," said the captain, with frankness, but 
at the same time with a look at Gabriella which she 
did not understand, but which, nevertheless, filled 
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her bosom with Its first disquiet; for there was 
neither joy nor pleasure in that look, but, on the 
contrary, a long farewell, without aAy prospect of a 
future meeting. 

Erika's entrance interrupted the conversation. 

" Shall I read, a little of this book to you, Mam- 
selleGabriella?" 

** Yes, if you will be so good." 

Gabriella worked, and Kosenberg read ; but he had 
not got through more than three or four lines, before 
Erika looked up with surprise. There was an agi- 
tation in Rosenberg's voice that did not escape her 
quick perception ; and she, who knew and approved 
of her husband's secret wish, in regard to the captain 
and Gabriella, considered it advisable to prosecute 
her avocations in the store-room. 

As soon as Erika had shut the door, Eosenberg 
closed his book. " I have so much to think of, and 
to arrange about my voyage," said he, *^ that I can- 
not read with attention : I think we had better give 
it up." 

Gabriella only bowed her head : she had also many 
bewildering thoughts. 

*^ Birger is a great collector of pipes," said the 
captain, taking down a particularly handsome meer- 
schaum r " I shall remember his taste when I meet 
with any worth haying. I do not know anything 
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that you, Mamselle Gabriella, af e particularly fond 
of." 

** Oh, yes ! shells are my delight. I have a great 
many : most of them, Anton and I have gathered 
ourselves ; and I have got many from foreign sailors. 
It is my greatest pleasure to examine them, and 
compare their different colours and their various 
curious shapes. I have a cupboard nearly filled with 
shells ; but there is still some room in it, in case you 
think of me when you meet with any pretty and un- 
common ones." 

** That I shall do, if I should even have a battle 
with the mermaids, and rob them of part of their 
ornaments; and when they one day reach you, 
— then think of me, who, perhaps, may be far 
away at another pole, or Heaven knows where." 

*^ Do you not intend to bring the shells yourself 
then ? " asked Gabriella, with a modest glow on her 
cheek. 

"I would do so with such pleasure — I cannot say 
with what pleasure. But alas ! one cannot always do 
what one would, particularly such a poor devil as I 
ami" 

Gabriella felt quite distressed. The captain said 
so many contradictory things to-day. She could 
make no reply to what he had last said ; and feel- 
ing that against her will she must weep, she rose. 
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— "Erikawas certjiinly expecting her;'* and in ah 
instant she was gone. . 

Rosenberg's eye followed her with a sudden flash 
of wounded pride. "Was it the dread of a declaration 
that hurried her away?" he thought to himself.-^ 
" She might have spared herself that : I am too 
much bound by honour to think of following my 
inclinations." He took up the book ngain^ but on 
every page he read the question, " Why did she go 
away at the moment when I made the first and last 
allusion to the feeling I should wish her never to 
perceive ? I was a fool," thought he again, " not to 
keep my tongue in better order." 

Rosenberg had come to Tistelon without having 
known any other love than that for a fine, hand- 
somely-rigged vessel ; but the first sight of Tistelon's 
Rose convinced him, notwithstanding all the suf- 
ferings of mind and body which he then endured, 
that other objects than sea-craft might be worthy of 
attracting the attention of a brave young seaman. 
The impression, however, might not, perhaps, have 
been so deep, had not Rosenberg had daily oppor- 
tunities of observing that, not only was Gabriella's 
exterior lovely, but that her disposition was equally 
so. That good, open, kindly heart, which would 
willingly help and comfort all her fellow-creatures, 
had the highest claim to his warm admiration* 
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During the first month and a great part of the second 
Rosenberg enjoyed, with perfect satisfaction^ and 
without any reflection, his extraordinary good forr 
tune ; and every day he rejoiced that he should enjoy 
it anew. About that time, however, he began by 
degrees to perceive, and became at last fully con- 
vinced, that the feelings he had indulged without 
suspicion, would soon obtain the mastery over his 
reason. But having proceeded so far in his con- 
clusions, he honourably set bounds to their farther 
development, by firmly resolving to depart, and leave 
the island with its dangerous Rose. 

It will be perceived, that Rosenberg, though en- 
dowed with feelings as warm as those of many 
who write volumes on the impossibility of over- 
coming their inclinations, had also the good old- 
fashioned principle not to reward services received, 
with ingratitude. He considered that in his pre- 
sent circumstances, — without any prospect for his 
future support, without a shilling he could call his 
own, it would be more than thoughtless, to aspire 
to the hand of a rich maiden. In the first place, it 
would show a mean spirit ; and then Rosenberg was, 
perhaps, with more than necessary pertinacity, im- 
pressed with the idea, that it was impossible for him 
to marry except upon his own means; — be they great 
or small, his they must b^. This resolution was in-^ 
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delibly imprinted on his mind"; and however love might 
turn and twist the page, it was not permitted to win 
the day. To-day, for the first time, when he apprised 
Gabriella of his approaching departure, his lips had, 
against his will perhaps, not obscurely betrayed his 
emotion; and now he glowed with vexation, because 
it seemed evident that Gabriella, by going away, had 
wished to remind him that his language was too 
warm. Had it pleased her, she would naturally have 
remained. Rosenberg had a proud spirit; and it 
would be hard to decide whether that or his love, 
suffered most from the imagined affront. The result 
was, that he determined to take leave of Gabriella 
with the utmost possible composure, that she might 
have no reason to think that what he said in the 
morning, proceeded from any other feeling than that 
of general regret on parting from a place which, from 
habit, had become dear to him. 

After he had waited half an hour in vain for 
Gabriella's return, he went with this resolution to 
his room, where Peter Lindgren was busy putting in 
order a large table covered with books and papers, 
with which the captain employed the hours he spent 
alone. "Why, Peter ! " said Rosenberg, " do you pro- 
pose to winter here on Tistelon ? For my part, I 
mean to set out one of these days ; but you can re- 
main, if you like, until we see farther. We have 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE ROSE OF TISTELOK. 257 

not fairly ended the mottk of January yet ; and as 
they seem fond of you here, and you cannot live at 
free cost elsewhere, I give you my advice to take a 
good easy life when you can get it" 

Peter stared. ** Would you go away, Captsdn? 
I thought that as long as the ice lasted" 

**I must lie snug here, you thought! No, my 
dear Peter, you never have a scheme that is good for 
anything." 

*'That may very well be. Captain; but, at any 
rate, it is certain that when you go, you will be 
missed, and that to some purpose." 

**.Do you think so, Peter ? " • 

*a know it. Captain!" 

"I know it! what do you know?" asked the cap- 
tain, without thinking farther of what Peter had to 
say. 

"Oh, I know many things. Captain, if I only 
dared come out with them: but Lena has for- 
bidden me ever to put my nose into what I have no 
eoncem with. It was no longer ago than yesterday 
she said, * See, now, Peter, if there will not be a 
match between your captain and our Bose, as they 
call her ; for Mamselle Ella speaks continually about 
the captain, and has often said. It is quite another 
life at Tistelon since he has been here! '" 

VOL. I. 8 
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.' ^^Beally^ that liena should be so^ foolish^' and 
chatter sa much nonsense I " 

: **Iiena is certainly not foolish, and never sayd 
anything that is not sensible," replied Peter, shortly. 
^ At any rate, it was not hevy but MamseUe Gabri^lla 
who said it." ! 

^Rosenberg coloured deeply — a sweet s^isation 
thrilled through his heart, which just before, when 
contending with pride, and perhaps blinded by it* 
had^done Gabriella injustice* He took up a map 
from the table, and pretended to be occupied with it, 
that Peter might think his prattle had not been 
attended to. 

But Peter, as he had not received any positive orders 
to be sileiit, continued, while* he took down the cap- 
tain's new coat andb^an to brush iU *^ Yesj yes ; 
such is the case ; Lena knows well enough what .she 
says : and I think I see how MamseUe Gabridla will 
grieve, when she hears of thife going away. ' Ay, 
ay, she will be asmuchgriev^^as she was that night 
when we were all in distress* her^, and vyou, out 
upon the wreck. Twishyoiiihgd seen fei* then 1 she 
a^ed do.xnftiiy (questions, and 'cried> as if' far 4 wager 
with me I I almost' think -she '^as' in- love with yon 
before she ever saw yon j and bow -►**^but jit does 
not become me to 'speak of what/ you eanieewdt 
enough yourself." c. .: .* ; 
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' •*' Hear^ Peter I" said Eosemberg, in a tone that 
savoured of the old discipline, which, during the 
winter's rest, had faUen somewhat into disuse : ^^I 
fear you have gone crazy — although while here, I, 
have dispensed with the usual ship rules, you ought: 
not to forget that they exist, ^nd, with God's help; 
may beenforoedagain.^ 

:. .^*i -That's, to say; I. must keep the rope's end, in 
mind," ^d. Peter, rather, abashed. .With order on 
ship-boaird, he always eonnlected the thought of this^ 
hkiold acquaifflLtance. . > 

. *^Not just that, my boy I but no matter, go yout 
ways now 1" 

^ Petertookthe coat and brush, and departed. As soon 
as he was gone; Bosenberg threw the map upon th^ 
table, and himself; at full* l^gth . upon the sofa. ■ , ; In 
bbnseque^ce of the light which Peter's simple remark^ 
had throwji on various matters, he was overcome by 
. fsrery diflferemt thoughts from thoae which had lately 
vexed and irritated him. GrabrieUa'tB eniotion was no 
longer <mietunderstood;' she had not left the room by 
way of reproving his presumption, but, merely be* 
pause (it was at least possible that it might have been 
eo) the intelligenoe of his going awa;f, coming so u% 
estpectedly^ -had siHprised and grieved her. . Yes, it 
(Qoold not be otherwise; she had gone to hide her 
iQohfiltion;. tii>- conceal Ihelr hjeort's /emotion) a^d sh^ 
S 2 
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therefore shared the warm feelings with which he 

glowed. 

,^Wheii Rosenberg began to draw conclusions, he 

very soon arrived at the result ; and now it was such 

as filled his heart with as much happiness, as it did 

his head with concern. 

** To be loved — loved /'*— Kosenberg repeated the 
word many times. On his lips, it had lost nothing 
from frequent use. No, on the contrary, it was 
quite new ; he had never before loved, nor had ever 
even spoken about loving, since the time when he had 
laboured at that verb in the grammar : but what a 
difference between shouting it out to the rector, and 
now softly whispering it, as if it could be heard by 
her, to whom he devoted his worship 1 

But however that was, the captain began to find 
his new situation rather critical ; for in spite of all 
the wisest and best, that his reason told him of the 
impossibility of making Grabriella his own, or for the 
present of even venturing to address her, still, a voice 
incessantly cried within him, "I love — she loves 1" 
*^ I believe a sea-witch has possessed me ! I shall 
become an idiot if I go on this way I" exclaimed he» 
springing up*. He opened the window and let the 
sea breeze blow on his hot cheeks. ^^ So, that's the 
thing I If the water was but open, and I had a ship>.. 
then farewell to fancies. I know what I will do;. 
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I will not be held in leading-strings^ not even by 
those of Love!" 

When Rosenberg, calmed and cooled, had shut the 
window, Birger entered. After wishing him a friendly 
good morning, he related. several grievous pieces of 
intelligence, the common miseries of the Skargord^ 
in consequence of the severe cold and the ice* 

^* Bad work!" said the captain; " the ice hinders 
many things, but nevertheless I must, somehow or 
other, get over to the main land ; then I will travel by 
land." 

^^ Where?" asked Birger, astonished. 

** To Gothenburg, to begin with." 

*' It must be an important errand that drives you 
out in the middle of the winter," said Birger, who, in 
right of their friendly acquaintance, spoke quite openly, 
^^ Are you not comfortable here ? Are you in want 
of any thing?" 

*^ I want nothing but employment." 

" Employment ! you have not so long been able to 
use your legs ; — besides, employment for a sailor, only 
begins with the breaking up of the ice. Content 
yourself tiU then I" 

^^ That is just what I cannot do, until I have 
made some preparation for the spring. You 
know that all is ended between me and my former 
owners. I must look about somewhere else." 
s 3 
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", *^In regard to that matter/' saiil Birger, ^'I have 
thought of something which, perhaps, inay plbasse you i 
though ybu may think my offer too insignificant, my 
|>Ian will unfold and extend iii time." 
« What mean yon, friend?'* ' 

V *' Why^ I think of stoying at home one or twa 
years, to build a sehooner ; meantime, if it suits you, 
you can be master of the galliot; It is^ but a trifling 
thing, and only goeis; trips to Jutland or Norway j 
^ut when the schooner is ready^ you shall have her, 
and then you can make voyages, that better become a 
skipper who has been accustomed to command large 



i While Krger laid forth his "propoBal> the bldod 
Went and came in Bosenbei^'s -che^ksr The offer 
was so advantageous, thcit a better could not be found 
in his sitttatioU ; but it might also b^ viewed ih ^ 
different aspect. He hesitated to answer. 

*^ You are undecided," said Birger 5 " or my pto- 
. J)osaI does not suit you?" . i 

^ "Nbt so; I was oiily thinking of certain diffi- 
culties that you have not considered." 

" What are they ? I really know of none." • 
' " Your friendship, perhaps, overlooks, them; but I 
lihould not think toyself an honourable man if I left 
you in ignorance of them, provided I havie your 
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Iiand ttp&ii it, that dt shall repaami a secret 1[>etw^eii 
us." ' .■ . > 

" Such a' promise I can only give- under one con- 
dition. Evef since my marriage5 I have never kepi 
anything secret from my wife. If what you have t6 
say cannot be confided to her, then I would rather 
not know it : I will answer for Erika's silence, as for 
my own." 

**I do not desire to put you to such proof," said 
Bosenberg : *' on the contrary, I am well pleased that 
your wife, who is such a prudent sensible woman^ 
should know the circum£itances. I feel sure she will 
approve of my reasons." > 

" And your reasons are ■ ■" 

^VWhy, these reasons are, or rather the reason is* 
— in short, I really am ashanied to acknowledge 
my folly, but I hope you will not tlnnk me a wotse 
man on that account, but only a fool, who, with- 
out possessing a sixpence, or the smallest prospect of 
making, anything, liais fallen in love with the fair 
Gabriella 1 However, I am not so deeply entangled 
that I cannot draw back in time. You understand, I 
wish not to compromise my honour." 
' *^ Your honour 1 " exclaimed Birger ; and a spark 
of the old. fierceness darted from his eyes. *'I^' 
Gabriella, then, so low, that she is not fit to be your 
' . S 4 ^ - 
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wife ? or m what way can your honour be con- 
cerned?" 

**You steer a wrong course, brother 1" replied 
Bosenberg^ smiling; ^^I am not quite so* crazed as not 
to know that Gabriella would be a pearl of the first 
price, even to a man who had wealth to offer her. 
But do you see, by honour, I mean my own con- 
science, which distinctly says, I ought not to engage 
a girl's affections to whom I cannot say, ' Will you 
share what I have with me, even if it were ever so 
little ?' for I have heard that love, where it is mutual, 
can overlook much : but as I have now nothing what- 
ever to share with any one, on the contrary, am in 
debt for the coat' on my back, I think it is best to 
set all sail and make my escape, before I am com- 
pelled to strike my flag." 

^^ You are a strange mortal," said Biiger, pacified 
by the captain's explanation, — " very strange I You 
know that my father, with whom you are such a 
favourite, has property enough to enable you to 
build two or three vessels. It will be 'Ella's portion. 
You can then go with your wife where you please. 
Erika and I, have already agreed that we could not 
wish Gabriella a better husband, although, on ac- 
count of her youth, we should certainly like her 
marriage to be delayed for a year." 

A feeling of unutterable happiness filled the young 
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wilor's heart at the prospect of such a life — Gabri- 
ella as his wife, accompanying him in his own ship I 
The temptation was powerful, almost too powerful 
to be oyercome: but speedily pride suggested — 
*^ What has become of your independence now ? will 
the plank you stand upon, be the fndt of your own 
industry and activity ? — too surely it will not" And 
the effect of Birger's tempting representation waa 
gone* 

Bosenberg was one of those men, who, for the 
sake of adhering to a principle which they have 
laid down, will give up their own happiness, and 
stand in their own light. He himself must shape 
his own fortune, his own happiness, otherwise it was 
not worth anything ; and for a whim, an imaginary 
idea of honour, he could sacrifice the wish that lay 
nearest to his heart. 

*'I think you are beginning to consider of it 
again," said Birger, who could not refrain from 
laughing at the captain's striving against what was 
the object of his most intense desire. Birger, who 
had not gone about his own marriage, with particular 
scrupulosity, did not comprehend Rosenberg's pre- 
judices, and looked on them as absurd fancies. 

Triumphing in his resolution, the captain had 
meanwhile fought a double fight, and in his own 
mind, had refused both the beautiM wife, and the 
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beautiful schooner. He tumed to Biiger, and said^ 
^'I cannot express to you the gratitude I feel for 
your frank confidence; I am too deeply affected by 
it for that : but it is only to the cool voice of reasoiit 
that I ought to listen; and it tells me that, let the 
pain be what it may, I must decline the happiness 
you hold out to me. The cause is just this, — -that I 
never could reconcile myself to such a height of good 
fortune, if it was not my own work." 
' ^ I don't understand these subtleties,'' said Birger, 
impatiently. "I only know/that when Jlove^ — ^ 
(which, God be praised! I still do) — it was in such a 
manner, that I would rather have parted with life 
than with Erika. Your love is, perhaps, of a more 
rational kind — only in that case it ctonot be worth 
much ! " , ; 

" Not worth much 1 " exclaimed the captain^: 
flaming up. '^ I wish it were less ; then such' an dffbrt 
would not be required to keep myself on the way 
Aat I know to be right; We express our feelings 
difierently, though, perhaps, in fact; they are the 
same. If Gabriella were to ask the most impossible 
things of tne, I should certainly undertake them to 
please her; for a single kind look that assured me\ 
flbe returned my love — I wouli stand another night 
freezing upon my wreck — I could deny her nothing :: 
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siheis so' unspeakably dear to me^ that.jrou do not; 
love your wife 'more than I love Grabriella ! " . 
J ; " Kut Btill, you will not aak bier hand ? ^ 

"No, »ot before I have gained something of mf. 
own. K God asaists me— if. He gives his* blessing* to 
my endeavours, I may^ perhaps^ one day hope for' 
the happiness of calling her mine. In the mean- 
time, I have now thrown off the burthen that lay on 
my heart; and if> after what has passed, you wilT 
trust me with the galliot till the schooner shall b^ 
ready, then am I grateful, and willing to accept it." 

" Now I begin to have my doubts^" said Biiger. 
" So soon as you despise all aid from others, the 
galliot becomes too small a concern for you. You 
would require to make many a voyage, ere it would 
gain you a livelihood 1 I would rather propose that 
you should try to get a larger vessel, during the 
time that we are building the schooner, in which 
we shall have a mutual interest from the beginning. 
You will pay me a part of the price yearly, till the 
debt is cleared. What say you to this ? " 

" Why, to that I say a hearty Yes ! I believe 
you have stolen the wish out of my own soul. Let 
me be absent a year. If things go tolerably well 
with me, during that time, then I shall be your 
partner in the schooner; and • . . . but it will be 
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time enough to speak of the rest, when we have got 
so far." 

" Well I it shall be as you will. Does Grabriella 
know anything of your intention of leaving us ? " 

** Yes ; I spoke to her a little while ago : and it 
is certain, from some inconsiderate words, she under-* 
stood how bitter the separation would be to me." 

^^ Then we must see how she takes the thing. 
That it is not a matter of indifference to her, I am 
convinced." 
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CHAP. XIX. 

DuBiNG the conversation we Lave related, Grabriella 
sat in her room, and pondered on the bitter intel- 
ligence of Bosenberg's intended departure. It was 
her first sorrow — and the first sorrow is always 
«evere.. She wept to think of the solitude that 
would now be felt. It would be scarcely possible to 
live amongst the bare rocks of Tistelon (she for the 
first time thought them such) after Bosenberg had 
left them, and to all appearance never to return* 
Without considering how time passed, Grabriella sat 
imemployedj leaning on the arm of her chair, till 
Erika, at the dinner-hour, came up to inquire for her. 
Birger had related to his wife- the conversation he 
had had with Bosenberg, and hinted that pro- 
bably something had occurred in the morning, which 
we know Erika already conjectured, and was still 
more convinced of, by Gabriella's absence. To 
as^st her darling at this juncture by some motherly 
advice, after the turn things had taken, in conse- 
quence of the captain's singular notions, Erika went 
to seek her in her room. 

** Where have you been, Grabriella? I have not 
seen you the whole forenoon t Are you not well? ** 
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** Oh, yes ! I am very well, but it is so warm 
here." 

" I cannot say I feel it so. It is very cold here I 
think. But something ails you — you have been 
erying. Say what has happened ? You would not 
tare any secrets with me." " 

• Erika raised the bent head, and looked into the 
moist eyes of the young girf with tender affection. 
** Nothing lias hdppenedy dear Erika ; I am only sorry 
<that Rosenberg, whom T^e all like, is going away." . 

^' Yes, it is certainly very vexatious ;- he has been 
«, liiost agreeable inmate : but to tell' the-truth, I havfe 
for several weeks pasty wondered 'that^we' did not 
hear' this news. You know hie has no ship at pre- 
sent, and therefore nmst' employ part* of the- ^int^ 
in trying to procui^e one* He could nbt, 4t any rate, 
•always remain here." ' ' ' • ' ^ 

^*No, of course not; but I- once. heard Birger' say 
to you, that if th^ capt}ain' would take 'theoommand 
of the galliot, then -^ — ^" ' ' 

♦ '' *^ Then he would let him have, it, you mean^? Well^ 
that xeally was Birg^r^s idea ; and he proposed it to 
Rosenberg.^ ' ■ . . • ' 

. « Well ? "--In this word Gabriella expressed all 
the anxiety of her inexperienced heart ; and Erika» 
.who in* her secret soul approyed-of Bosei^berg's 
€f6nduGl;,:and honoiired it as theiexcttsaftle. pride of 
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^ brave tnaii> now began to :dislike it, because she 
could not give Grabriella' any comfort ; and she was 
tmeasy at the lively emotion which betrayed the 
existence of feelings^' now first discovered. Erika 
herself had nev^r experienced such feelings ; her 
youth, had been poor in love : but she ^thought — " If 
I never gathered roses, neither have I been wounded 
by thorns " — :and it was these last, she feared for her 
foster^hild,and foona which she longed to shield her* 
** You do not say anything ! " resumed Grabriella, 
and fixed hear abnost impl9ring looks on Erika. 

" Capl^in Boswbqrg was grateful for Birger's 
proposal ; but he did not accept of it, because the 
galliot is' too small for his adventurous spirit." 
Jk. deep.bjush on Grabriella?s cheek 'spoke to the 
observant Erika the langus^ge pf wounded self-love; 
and certaiuly, M that moment, ^ mortification was 
the predpminant. feeling, in her -mind. Since Eosen- 
berg > decidedly declined either to remain, , or , in 
future to sail, from 'Tistelon, he showed that he did 
pot set any yalue on being. there ; and, therefore 
.they ought neithei: to try to persuade him to stay, 
nor let him see how painfulliy they felt his refusal. 
Something pf this kind Grabriella .thpught ; but the 
state of her mind varied, a little, when Erika added* 
^* Some time next year, when Birger shall have got 
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ready the schooner, he now thinks of buildings 
Bosenberg will retam. It is as good as settled, that 
he is to command her. So now, my Gabriellal 
dry your tears, and recollect that it is not well to 
allow our weakness to be perceived. A woman can 
never accustom herself too early to self-command :. 
it will always be useful to her ; and has, besides, 
this advantage — that we are more esteemed, and 
loved, when we bear trials with calmness and 
patience.^ 

Without waiting for an answer, Erika left her. 
But as it very rarely happened that she gave advice, 
still less lectured — for Erika educated her darling 
principally by example, — her counsels when given, 
produced the greater effect. This was the case now. 
As soon as Ghibriella was alone, she went to the 
looking-glass, and was startled to find how the 
vexation of a few hours had changed her looks. 
*^ No, he shall not perceive this ! " said she, in a tone 
of mortification, — *^ Erika is right ; she has seen the 
world, and knows how it is proper to behave. No 
one sees her weep, and yet I am sure she does some- 
times, when alone in the comer room. But what 
have I to cry for? if he will go away, who can help 
it ? " And poor Gabriella, who did not yet rightly 
comprehend in what Erika's self-command consisted^ 
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began to defy her own agitated heart, and so to 
silence it. 

Then followed in due order, the old art of bathing 
the eyes with cold water, and endeavouring, before 
the mirror, to assume a smiling and indifferent ap- 
pearance. It is astonishing how far even a little 
simple Skargord girl, acquainted only with the rocks 
on her island, and the few strangers who occasion- 
ally visited it, can be instructed, when love begins to 
give lessons. A hundred things of which she has never 
dreamt, present themselves of their own accord ; she 
learns easily to understand those small, and in reality 
innocent devices, which only become coquetry when 
the young mind is either naturally tainted by vanity, 
or has imbibed it through flattery. That neither 
of these was the case with Gabriella, she had to 
thank the education she had received from Erika, in 
which there was nothing to lead her to prize the 
accidental gift of beauty. The pretty appellation of 
the " Rose of Tistelon " she had never reflected on : 
she looked upon it as retained by custom since her 
childhood; and in that, there was nothing flattering. 

Another circumstance also preserved Grabriella 
from vanity, namely, that she had little opportunity 
of comparing herself with others. She had indeed, of 
late years, made a trip every summer with Erika to 
Gothenburg; but she was so fully occupied while 
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there, surveying all the remarkable things in the 
town, the richness of the shops, and the bustling 
crowds of people, that she did not at all attend to 
the appearance of the young women. K, therefore, 
there had been a tendency to this fault, it had never 
taken root, nor injured the moral beauty of her 
young mind. But the time for the heart's first 
awakening had come, and with it the accompani- 
ments of new feelings, ne^ thoughts, and new 
conceptions. 

" I cannot wear this ugly handkerchief,'' said our 
young heroine to herself, and remarked for the first 
time, that the red-and-yellow cotton handkerchief 
was excessively unbecoming. " Birger really did 
not show much taste when he bought that ; but if I 
put on the little pink silk scarf to-day, Erika will be 
sure to ask why I have done it." And Gabriella 
blushed before the mirror at the answer she would 
have to give, provided she spoke the truth; and she 
had not yet learned to tell the reverse. 

In the mean time, the pink silk scarf was taken out 
and tried, merely for amusement; but the tempt- 
ation was too strong : for, evidently the cheeks 
assumed another tinge ; and besides, the yellow 
handkerchief cast a yellow shade over her face — it 
was too large, it was quite hunchy when it was tied 
round her neck. After a few ndnutes' longer con- 
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sideration in the looking-glass^ it became impossible 
to part with the pink ; and when the resolution was 
once taken^ to brave the worst, — an inquiring look, 
or even an interrogation from Erika, — the hair was 
nicely smoothed, the work-basket hung on her arm, 
and with a mien which tolerably well represented 
the indifference aimed at, Gabriella went down stairs. 

But ah ! how long do the best resolutions hold ? 
When Rosenberg entered, and fixed his eyes upon 
her, with an expression of deep gravity and tender 
feeling, it* was all over with Gabriella's courage, 
and affected indifference. Deep blushes glowed on 
her cheeks ; and even if Erika had again whispered, 
" You must not let your weakness be perceived,'* 
she could not have restrained the bursting tears, 
which, with as dexterous a motion as possible, she 
wiped away. 

At table they were more silent than usual. 
Haraidson, who had heard from Birger of Rosenberg's 
intention of leaving them, thought neither well nor 
ill, of it — " He would rather that the captain had 
declared himself first, if he had any thoughts of the 
girl; but the daughter of rich Haraidson would 
never be at a loss for a husband. It was no matter — 
he was in no hurry to be rid of his darling." Thus 
the old man testified perfect indifference to the 
intelligence of Rosenberg's departure. 
T 2 
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Anton, who had been strolling about, and heard 
nothing of it, asked why they were all as silent as 
riddles? 

" Do you not know that we are going to lose our 
guest ? " said Erika. 

*^ No 1 is Rosenberg going away ? " Anton looked 
inquiringly at the captain, who answered by an 
expressive nod. 

Then there was silence again: but Anton now 
turned his eyes on Gal;>riella. He felt persuaded 
that something more had occurred than what he 
knew of, and determined to get to the bottom of 
it; for in everything that concerned his beloved 
sister, he showed no want of energy. 

When the table was removed, the household dis- 
persed as usual, and Grabriella alone renudned at her 
,work-table. Perhaps she thought that the captain 
would stay behind to-day, as he generally did ; but 
he went with the rest, and only Anton returned to 
wile away the time as usual in the chimney-comer — 
a place which particularly suited him at this season 
jof the year, when he could not sit upon the pier. 

•** Are you not sleepy, Anton?" said Grabriella, 
^ho, in her present state of mind, would rather have 
been alone. 

** No, I am not sleepy.** 
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** Get something to do then, at any rate, and 
don't sit and look at me ! " 

" Why not? I would rather look at you than at 
anything else ; you never vex me I " 

** Yes, but you plague me, Anton, when you 
never take your eyes off me." 

" For shame ! do not be cross ! Can you hot 
bear to be looked at ? or will you allow that pleasure 
to no one but the captain?" 

** The captain ! he does not care for me the least 1"* 
And Gabriella began to give vent to her grief iiv 
tears, like a vexed child. 

Tears, the soft-hearted Anton could not with- 
stand ; they always called forth his sympathy : and 
now,, to comfort GabrieUa in his own way, he began 
to sing his song of Necken. She liked it ; and as 
he never used to sing it in the house, it was a 
strong proof of his kindness and desire to cheer her, 
that he did it now. " Don't cry, Ella," said he ; "I 
cannot bear that. I have tears enough of my own. 
I don't like tears, ptherwise I might cry night and 
day ; but I sing instead — 

* I am no knight, though I seem such to be.' " 

" Not that song, dear Anton ! You sing as sor- 
rowfully as if you were the wailing Necken yourself. 
It makes me unhappy." 

T 3 
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But Anton, occupied with his own thoughts, no 
longer listened to Gabriella's dissatisfaction, but 
began his other favourite song, — 

" In the sea was I bom, and there do I dwell," &c. 

"Anton, Anton!" Gabriella exclaimed, starting 
up, when she became aware, to her great surprise, 
that Anton's countenance expressed suffering, and 
that large tears were rolling down his pale, sunken 
cheeks. He repeated the two last lines of the verse 
in a softer tone : — 



" Small rest we enjoy in the waters below, 
For they are so many who over us row." 



And the youth's head sank on his breast. A deep, 
heavy sigh came from his lips, which were now silent. 

"Are you dreaming, dear Anton?" asked Gra- 
briella, anxiously. " What is the matter with you ? 
Never sing that stupid song again ; and do not think 
about Necken. Perhaps things are not so bad with 
him." 

** Worse, worse, much worse 1" answered Anton, 
in a singular tone of voice. 

" Much worse, you say ! How do you know that, 
dear Anton?" 
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** Should not /know that ? Let me alone !" and 
he pushed Gabriella away, regarding her with a look 
that betrayed unusual confusion of mind. He rubbed 
his forehead, as if trying to collect his thoughts ; but 
they lay entangled and obscure ; and poor Anton's 
brain whirled under the influence of the wonderful 
imaginations that haunted him. 

Gabriella stood silent; but at length curiosity 
conquered fear. " How can you know, Anton, — tell 
me how you know that poor Necken is in such a sad 
caae?" 

*^ You plague me," he answered, in a complaining 
tone. " I have never told it to any one ; but since 
you look at me in such a way, you shall know I have 
discovered that — / was changed at my birth, I 
am not Anton. That is Anton who laments down 
below — I am Necken, and complain here — above, 
because I am doomed to be parted from my father 
and my mother — the * billows wild.' But it is a 
grievous, grievous sin that separates me from them I 
and until it is washed out, I cannot return." 

"My poor, poor Anton 1" said Gtibriella, sympa- 
thisingly, "you are now ill agwn: your head bums." 

" Yes, Elk, it bums fearfully ! but it does so 

almost always, although you do not observe it. But 

do not trouble yourself about it ; and do not speak 

to any one of what I have told you, or they will say 

T 4 
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again that I am crazed ; and yet you see I am sen- 
sible and quiet!" 

"But these fancies, Anton I There is, really, no 
such being as Necken ; stories about him, and elves, 
and mermaids, ure only superstitions of the people ; 
both Erika and Kosenberg say so, and I believe 
them." 

** Believe what you will; this is no imagination, 
but the real truth. But don't be afraid of me be- 
cause I am Necken ; nor suppose that I shall return 
to my home without leave. No! I must first ac- 
complish something ; and if I cannot do that, I must 
wander here and suffer through eternity ! But com- 
fort yourself, Ella; my deliverance will come one 
day : and that it does not come now^ is only because I 
sacrifice it for your sake." 

Grabriella shuddered. She knew there was some 
great derangement in her brother's mind; and yet 
he spoke as calmly and quietly as if he had been 
quite rational. It made a deep impression on her. 
She felt possessed by a gloomy feeling, and could 
not explain how she involved herself m Anton's dis- 
ordered fancies : yet she did so. She felt, without 
having experienced it, that all happiness must be 
transient; and that life, which she had yet seen only 
in brilliant colours, had certainly many dark sides. 

"Poor Ella!" said Anton, whose countenance had 
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again resumed its usually soft expression, " I have 
grieved you ! But now speak of the captain — that 
will be better. Promise me first that you will keep 
secret what I told you ; for if you betray me, I shall 
never be able to love you again, and then I shaU 
suffer still more than I do now." 

" I shall be quite silent, Anton : you know that 
I can be so. But then you must also promise me to 
put away those foolish thoughts, for I am both 
grieved and frightened when you speak so." 

**Do not be frightened. You know now who 
I am; but it must be a secret between us two. 
Now, tell me whether something has not occurred 
between you and Rosenberg." And immediately 
poor Anton turned from his own lamentable fate, 
and all his senses seemed strained in expectation of 
what he was to hear from GabrieUa. 

But she only replied, " What do you mean ? 
What should have occurred between me and Rosen- 
berg?" 

** Something — I know not what ; but I want to 
know it." 

" I assure you, Anton, it was really nothing at alL 
He merely said a few words in the morning that I 
did not understand. But I went away because I was 
terribly distressed ; and I did not wish him to see 
that." 
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" So ! now I understand," exclaimed Anton, with, 
a satisfaction that showed that he had (as seldom, 
happened) got a glimpse of the real state of affairs. 
**Birger said the captain would return in £t year ; and 
you may well have patience for so long : you see, at 
least, that it will not be for money that he will court 
you ! I like Rosenberg, and I shall be much easier 
in my mind, when you iare his wife ; for then you 
will be safe, and will have a protector, whatever may 
happen ; and , means will not be wanting, for I shall 
need but little, and you know that I shall take no- 
thing away with me. I leave the portion to you, that 
I should have had: but, first, we must build the 
schooner ; and though I seldom do any work, yet I 
will fry, for "the schooner will be Ella's marriage 
portion. I comprehend so much." 

Gabriella was almost more startled by what she 
now heard, than by Anton's former confidence, which 
she could see was a consequence of his disordered 
intellect. But this must assuredly have been dis- 
cussed elsetoliere; since Anton could express him- 
self upon it in such a decided manner. 

" They " — Grabriella confined herself in her timid 
confusion to this term, — " they have, then, probably, 
all of them, thought that such things might happen." 

Luckily,, she was spared making any answer to 
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Anton's elucidation^, by Birger's entrance, followed 
by Rosenberg. 

It was quite dusk, and Gabriella wished that 
Erika might long delay to bring lights ; for the cap- 
tain had seated himself very near her, and if he 
should see her face now, so flushed and tearful, what 
would he think? She wished that Anton had been 
silent ; but it was only a feigned wish, with which 
she sought to deceive herself, — something like a child 
when it refuses the thing it most longs for. Gabriella 
was still little more than a child; but in her inmost 
soul there was a happy- satisfaction with the intel- 
ligence Anton had given her. 

Meanwhile, she answered rather awkwardly the 
questions Rosenberg put to her ; and to escape both 
his and Erika's observation, she took the surest way, 
namely, to retire to her own room, where she re- 
mained the whole evening; but not alone — her 
lively, ardent imagination painted a new world to 
her, and that as varied and smiling, as ever lived in 
the fancy of a girl of sixteen. Gabriella now felt the 
meaning of the word future. " Ah I if the futdre 
were but come 1 " 

How many have had the same wish as our heroine, 
and after they have survived the mid-day of life, have 
sighed, ^* Ah I if it were agtiin youth's morning I" 

Rosenberg went to rest, not altogether at ease. 
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He saw that Gabriella's sorrow at their parting, had 
taught her to understand her own feelings. Should 
he act right in leaving her without assuring her by 
a single word, of his truth and love ? Could he build 
upon the affections of a child, when no promise 
sweetened the time that must elapse before their 
union? Perhaps not ; but rather than speak now, 
he would venture to risk the worst. Grabriella's pre- 
sent suffering seemed to his honourable mind, a small 
thing in comparison with a whole life of regret and 
unhappiness, and therefore he would leave his fate in 
the hand of God. 

Rosenberg remained but a few days longer at 
Tistelon, and during that time no opportunity offered, 
even had he wished it, for any confidential communi- 
cations, as Erika never let her darling out of her 
sight. But the moment of leave-taking ! — thaty 
every one knows, has a wonderful effect in shaking 
pre-arranged intentions; and Rosenberg did not with- 
stand its influence: the moment of parting was 
momentous. 

*' Farewell, Mamselle Gabriella I " sidd he, with an 
emotion that made his words, if not faltering, at 
least indistinct. ** Do not forget me too soon ! a year 
is not such a very long time. If Gtibriella remembers 
me in her prayers, perhaps God may bless my en- 
deavours." 
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« WaUngly shall I ! " The agitated gurl could 

say not more : but Rosenberg saw what was passing 
in her heart ; and pressing both heir hands warmly be- 
tween his own, he hastened down to the pier, to 
which the whole household accompanied him, with 
ardent wishes for his happy return. Peter Lindgren, 
who could not be prevailed on to quit his master, 
brought up the rear, with Lena, a good-looking 
damsel, who had been Gabriella's companion in her 
childhood. Lena was the light of Peter's eyes, but 
his master was still dearer to him, and in his com- 
pany he soon ceased to re^et his pleasures on shore. 
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CHAP. XX. 

** Ace, queeu, and ten ! — sister marks five ; and that 
is a tolerable score for one deal ! " said old A.skenberg, 
and pushed the bit of chalk towards Fru Kathrina, 
who, with a pleased and triumphant look, marked a 
large 2 on the deal table. " Sister, you have really- 
got all my former luck," said Lieutenant Pehr, when 
at the next deal, Fru Kathrina was out. ** I lose 
every game now, though I play ever so well." 

^* Oh, yes ! " said Fru Kathrina, smiling ; " I have 
had so much practice these four years past, since our 
boy has been away, that now, as Amman used to say, 
when I did anything clever, * I sail right in the wind's 
eye.'" 

" And I shall soon sail to the bottom, " said the 
lieutenant, with a slight shake of the head. *^ You, 
sister, grow younger every day, and look better and 
stronger now than you did ten years ago, upon my 
word ; but as for the old man, he must soon be laid 
in winter-quarters." 

"Oh, brother dear, don't grieve me with such 
thoughts," said Fru Amman, as she laid down her 
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snuff-box, and wiped a tear from her eye. '^We 
have lived through many a long day together, both 
in storm and sunshine : if you should be taken away 
before me, which God forbid 1 there would be a 
blank, that nothing in this world would ever fill. I 
trust the Lord will be merciful, and will not leave 
me here quite alone with my balsams." 

**And what would become of old Askenberg if 
you were to go before him ? Who would then love 
and care for him, who has none but you in the world ? 
No, no, sister, I feel that God will spare me that 
sorrow. My strength decreases perceptibly, though 
gradually. Memory fails — and my head feels often 
strange and confused. I am grown old, and I had a 
hard life of it in my youth and middle age — it tells 
upon me now." He pointed to his feet, which were 
swelled with rheumatism, and which Fru Kathrina 
had encased in warm worsted socks. 

Fru Amman, who could not conceal from herself 
that the health of her faithful friend, particularly 
during the last year, was too evidently failing, to 
allow her the hope of enjoying his well-tried friend- 
ship much longer,* remained silent, painfully surprised 
at hearing him allude, almost for the first time, to his 
own death. 

" If I could only see our dear Arve once more," 
'resumed Lieutenant Pehr, more cheerfully, ^' I think 
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that happiness would blow up the spark of life again 
for a while." 

" Never fear, but you shall see him. Does not he 
write, the dear child, that the Collector has positively 
promised to allow him to come home this summer ; and 
there are not many months wanting to that now : and 
then, you know, in the event of Mellberg's removal, 
we may be pretty certain of Arve's being appointed 
here; you remember what he said about it in his 
last letter." 

** No ; I have forgotten that Would you read It 
over to me again ? " 

Fru Kathrina began to search in her capacious 
pocket, where her son's last letter was always pre- 
served tiU the next arrived. When it was opened, the 
old one was laid with its predecessors in the secret 
drawer of her late husband'* desk, where they rested 
by the side of several equally-precious relics — such as 
the silk handkerchief that Eru Eiithrina wore, the day 
when Amman surprised her at the meal-sifting, a «7- 
houette of the said Amman, and some foreign coins, on 
which he had set a great value. In the mean time, as 
we said before, the last letter was always kept in the 
pocket, from whence it was now carefully brought 
forth, along with the spectacles. 

'*Let us take a pinch of snuff first 1" said Fru 
Kathrina, and offered the lieutenant, as she obligingly 
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presented her open snufF-box, a foretaste of the 
pleasure of hearing Arve's letter, for at least the 
tenth time. 

Old Askenberg took a goodly pinch out of Fru 
Kathrina's magazine, and while he now and then re- 
freshed himself with a few grains at a time, Fru 
Amman read as follows : — 



*' Beloved Mother, 

*' It is my birth-day to-day, the 20th of Feb- 
ruary : on this day, twenty-four years ago, my dear 
parents thanked God for haying blessed them with 
avchild. You never had another, and therefore all 
your love was concentrated in me. I have always 
thought, it a very serious and responsible duty for 
children to repay all the unwearied care and tender- 
ness they receive from their parents; but an only 
child seems to me, to have, a tenfold responsibility. On 
him has been lavished the whole of that self-denying 
love, which might have been divided among many. 
For this only one, have all their earnest faithful 
prayers been offered — for him all their warm tears 
been shed. One who is ^ the only son of his mother ' 
has many great duties to fulfil : and to-day, when I 
search into my own heart, I feel, that though I have 
always endeavoured to act consistently with these 
VOL. I. u 
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thoughts, there jet remains much that I have neg- 
lected. The will, however, has never been wanting; 
and where I have erred, through the folly or thought- 
lessness of youth, I entreat this day, the best and 
most affectionate of mothers to forgive her repentant 
son." 

Fru Katherina stopped here: the sweetest teara^ 
a happy mother's tears, stood in her eyes, and it was 
some little time before she could resume her reading. 

** But hay thoughts not only linger with my be- 
loved mother, but also with my dear and lamented 
father; and besides them, I have yet another, an 
equally valued and respected friend, my good old 
uncle Pehr, whose imwearied care of my childhood 
and earliest youth, I have to thank, for all I know^ 
and for what I have now become. Without him, in 
our remote fishing-village, I should have been badly 
off for instruction. After my mother had drilled the 
catechism into me, it was he who then took me up to 
his room, and made ^me read of things, the use of 
which I could not rightly appreciate tfll afterwards.'* 

*' Noble fellow 1 " exclaimed the lieutenant, with 
a Blight smile ; ^^ it was a pleasure to me to teach 
you: but you have to thank your mother for the 
best of it — that you fear Grod, and are grateful to 
the'old man." 

Fru Amman and the lieutenant here exchanged 
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a look that expressed the deep emotions they both 
felt, which united in a prayer for their much-loved 
Arve. 

The rest of the letter was written in the evening. 

** I have just spent one of my happiest days. 
Just as I had this morning laid aside my letter to 
you, Lars came in with a large basket in his hand. 
But before I go on, I must tell you, that Lars, 
who is now at home for the holidays, has really 
beconle a very sensible good boy — not but that the 
remains of early spoiling are yet evident enough ; 
but I may say without boasting, that ever since I 
took him in hand, he has steadily improved, and this 
last year's, absence' from home, has almost made a 
man of hiuL As I said before, Lars came in, wished 
me a good morning and congratulated me. ' This 
is from mamma,' said he ; ' and papa waits for you in 
the breakfast-room.' 

" I opened my basket, and you may imagine was 
not a little surprised to find a whole dozen of beau* 
tiful fine shirts from my patroness! To say the 
truth, they came just in good time, and with a 
grateful heart I followed Lars down to the drawing- 
room, where I fotmd the, Collector and his lady. 

^^ I was going to express my gratitude to the best 
of my ability, when the lady interrupted me, saying, 
in a friendly manner, ' Don't mention it, my dear 
u 2 
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Amman : it has always been a real pleasure to me to 
consider you as one of the family ; and for that^ you 
have no one to thank but yourself. As to Lars^ we 
are particularly indebted to you for all the trouble you 
have taken with him; I am certain that our boy 
would never have got on so well, if, during the last 
years he was at home, you had not amused yourself 
with cultivating his naturally excellent abilities." 

*' During his lady's speech, which from her, might 
be considered remarkably friendly, I thought I saw 
on the part of the Collector, a great desire to in- 
terrupt her every moment ; and when at length her 
eloquence came to an end, he took the pipe from his 
mouth, and sidd cordially, * My dear boy, you have 
now for four years been my only assistant in the 
custom-house, and it is time I should fulfil the pro- 
mise I gave your mother, when I proposed you 
should come here ; namely, to look after your future 
interests. Now, I leave it to you to choose, whether 
you will go at my expense to Stockholm to pass the 
necessary examinations, so that you can either remain 
in the custom-house, where you may afterwards ob- 
tain a higher office, or, if it suits your taste better, 
follow the same course as your father in the busy 
world. But the life of an officer of the coast-guard 
requures at once courage, firmness, and decision, for 
it is one continued chain of adventures. If your 
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Inclination lies that way, I do not doubt that you 
possess, or may soon acquire the requisite qualifica- 
tions for so hazardous a profession ; and you have my 
faithful promise, that though I would rather see you 
remain here in the custom-house, I shall use all my 
influence to obtain for you the first office of that 
kind that may become vacant. Perhaps in a year or 
two, there may be an opening in the district whick 
your father's successor now has. He will certainly- 
soon be removed to another station, and in that case 
you may rely on my promise/ My heart beat with joy 
at the prospect of independence in the way of life I 
should prefer to every other. Without much reflec- 
tion, — for I followed the impulse of my mind, — I 
thanked the Collector in the warmest manner, and told 
him frankly, that of all ways of earning my bread, 
I preferred that, which my father had trod before me ; 
and that it gave me so much the more pleasure, as I 
might then hope to be near my dear good mother and 
my old uncle Pehr. 

" * As you please, my dear Arve, only remember 
that though it sounds very fine to be your ^^ own 
master, on board the revenue vessel, yet the pro* 
fession has a darker side than vou see, or think of. 
Gfod knows what was the fate of your father, but it 
w:as certainly as mysterious as that of many a coast- 
guardsman before and after him.' 
u 3 
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** I had nothing to reply to this, but only expressed 
how warmly I desired the situation. The affair was 
then considered settled. The Collector said in con- 
clusion, that in summer he would give me a month's 
leave to go home and see you, and ,at the same time 
hear if there is any prospect of Mellberg's removal, 
for, of course, I should prefer his situation to any 
other. 

" As I was now at liberty for the rest of the day, 
I went in the afternoon to Fru-Oarlmark* She and 
josephina struggle on as usual : ,pQor Jogephijia ! she 
has little pleasiure in life. I feel sometimes so heartily 
• sorry for her, that I would make any sacrifice to give 
her sonie. pleasure, but I don't know what I could 
hit upon, that would not hurt their feelings. Josephina 
is almost constantly at home ; she has very few ac- 
quaintances, and those she has, have seldom time to 
visit her. In spite of this slave-like existence, she is 
the best creature under the sun. If I ever make any 
money — I mean as much as would support any one 
besides myself — I almost think I would propose to 
her, — not because I am in love, — orthink I evercould 
be in love with Josephina ; but because I really like 
the poor girl so much. She is not so plain, but she 
has had several offers of marriage, and very respect- 
able ones: such as the parish clerk here, a man of 
some property, and a tavern- keeper, who is also pretty 
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well off; but neither of them suit her quiet retiring 
disposition. She thought she could as little reconcile 
herself to the noisy bustle of the tavern, as to the 
jovial humour of the parish clerk, who every day, 
except Sunday, looks as if he were half-seas-over* 
In this. way, the sensitive Josephina will certainly 

never find a husband if but it is time enough to 

talk about that : perhaps before then, I may see some 
girl who will set 'fire to my heart ; so it is as well to 
be ready.for what, may turn up. Such were my 
thoughts, as I went to the Carlmarks that afternoon: 
I found the mother alone, and could see she had 
been weeping. * How are you, my dear Fru Carl- . 
mark?' inquired I, as I sat down beside her. 'Ill, 
very ill^ Amman,' she answered, in a very sad 
voice. * Work goes on very badly : now that people 
have got all they wanted for Christmas, employment 
is so scarce at the new year ; and what Josephina got 
for her last work will hardly keep us in. salt* The 
Collector's wife is one of those who scarcely ^ver gives 
an order unless she knows us to be in such want of 
work, that we must take whatever price we can get.* 
A most unpleasant suspicion crossed my mind; I 
could not refrain from asking what the lady had 
ordered. 

** ' Oh I a dozen fine shirts with a great deal of 
TJ 4 
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work on them ; and as they were to be ready by a 
certain time, my poor girl had to labour night and 
day — and God knows she got little for it ; we did 
not dare to object, for fear of offending the lady ; but 
the consequence is, that from sittiog up at night, and 
want of strengthening food, Josephina is quite ill> 
and I sit alone, and helpless in my sorrow.' 

**If I had at that moment found myself by 
Josephina's bed, I should certainly have exclaimed 
in the fulness of my heart, ' It was for me, that you 
worked till you were laid on a sick bed : I will now 
work for you all the days of my life !' " 

" This was not the case however, for of course I 
could not go into the inner room. When I returned 
home I thanked God that I had not been exposed to 
such a temptation, for I should most assuredly have 
committed a folly, which, in spite of good motives, 
would have been a source of regret and uneasi- 
ness to me. In the mean time, I comforted myself 
by doing what I could. I therefore said, that the 
Collector himself had sent me to her with a little 
help, which he particularly requested Fru Carlmark 
would not mention to any one, as he had private 
reasons for wishing it not to be known. 

** ' Ah ! I can well believe that,' said Fru Carlmark, 
quite pleased at the sight of my little gift. ^He 
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is too much under, petticoat-goverment, poor man, to 
dare to do good except in secret : but you may rely 
on my never saying a word about his generosity/ 

** * Now you must buy every thing that is wanted 
for Josephina, for I am certain if I get to know now 
and then, how things go with you, the Collector will 
help you as far as he can.' 

*^ I returned home with a melancholy, yet pleasant 
feeling of having perhaps lightened the misfortunes 
of an unhappy mother. What can be more trying 
to people of the better class, than to sink to the 
lowest depths of poverty ? They cannot beg ; they 
are ashamed to complain of their necessities; and 
there remains nothing for thenj, but to slave on and 
starve, pine away and die. 

** On returning to my room, I took up one shirt 
after another with a kind of religious veneration. 
They had not been washed, probably to show that 
they were really new ; and I could thus, in several 
places, discover as I thought traces of tears — they 
called forth my own. — I thought I saw poor Josephina 
sitting all the long dark night with my shirt in her 
lap. She wept over her poverty — her life of slavery ; 
and the tears fell one after another down the long 
rows of stitching on the collar. Some little spots of 
blood were also seen here and there — they had come 
from Josephina's slender fingers, when, by the dying 
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lamp-light, and with eyes weighed down by sleep> 
ahe had pricked' herself with the needle. Can you 
believe that I was childish enough to kiss all those 
spots ! and y^t, moved as I was, I thanked God that 
I had not seen her; for then (Heaven preserve me 
from such a misfortune !) I should, perhaps, have no 
longer been free. No ! I shall look about me first ; 
but if I doti't meet any one who fairly turns my head, 
I shall keep to my first liking. In the mean time 
I promise you to do nothing rashly; and at all events 
there's no use filling one's head with such specu- 
lations, while the pocket is empty : but it can't be 
helped — the thoughts will come and go — they are 
almost the only goods that are free of duty# And 
now God bless you, dear mother, and old uncle Pehr. 
I can- see yOu before me whenever I chdos^, as yoa 
sit in the 'evening, playing your ' game, mother 
handing her ^uflP-box, and the incon^arable coffee 
that no one can make like Annika ; for which tell 
her, she is gratefully remembered, as well as the 
balsams, by your happy and affectionate 

'^Arve." 



"Aye ! God bless him ! the dear kind-hearted boy, 
who is just as firaink and innocent as the day he left 
us ! " said Fru Elathrina, as she folded up. the letter. 
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!' But when he comes home I shall tell him my mind 
about that girl — that connection would not please 
me. Fru Carhnark is a most respectable and excel- 
lent person, and so I have no doubt is her daughter ; 
but there is no spirit in those people ; they work and 
work, and it never comes to anything ; for they don't 
know-how to manage their affairs ; and, besides, the 
lnGt|i» was dreadfully sensitive and low-spirited; 
an3 Josephina has, no doubt, inherited the same. -It 
is a sort of complaining way, that they can't help; and 
I don't blame them for it either: but I do wish a fine 
lively comfortable wife for my Arve, — one that will 
take things easily, and not let every trifle lie heavy 
onher: for Arve may talk as much as h& likes about 
sympathy : but what looks so affeating and sweet 
at a distance, may be very troublesqme ixx- ^very-day 
life ; ;and I don't think he can^^evielr be hjippy, if he 
does not get, a wife, who has a spark of his own 
spirit in her — don't you think so,* brother ? " 

**I think you are quite right, sister, and will 
advise him best," said the lieutenant, wearied with 
listening to the long letter. He understood but 
dimly the latter part, and had already quite forgotten 
the beginning. 

Fru Kathrina remarked, with silent sorrow, hia 
daily increasing weakness ; and as the old man now 
wished to rest himself, she led him to his own room^ 
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laid the cushions right, lighted his pipe, and did not 
leave him till he had all the little comforts about 
him, to which she had accustomed her old friend. 
Pru Elathrina then placed herself at her spinning- 
wheel, — made Annika sit near her; and as she drew 
out the fine thread, of which she was, next summer, 
to weave sheets for her dear Arve, she spoke with 
pride and satisfaction to the old servant of the time 
when their darling would come home — what a fine 
handsome man he had grown, and how he loved no 
one in the world but his mother, the old lieutenant, 
and the faithful Annika. 

"How the Skargard girls will open their eyes 
when they see him ! " remarked Annika, with a feel- 
ing of triumph as sincere as the mother^s. 

** Aye, when they see him," continued Fru Kath- 
rina ; " but my Arve was not made for them ; he 
shall have a wife, fair and good, and rich — there are 
none such here.'* 

"Oh, I don't know that — they say Haraldson's 
daughter — her they call the *Bose of Tistelon,' is 
such a wonder of beauty, that the match to her can't 
be found on land or sea." 

" Don't say a word about her," replied Fru Kath- 
rina, with some severity in her manner. " It may 
be sinful in me, but' I can't endure those Tistelon 
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folks ; and I warn you, Annika, to speak neither of 
rose nor lily, when my son comes home. Let the 
sleeping bear alone.'* 

Annika could not comprehend what the danger 
might be : but fully convinced of her mistress' 
wisdom, she promised silence 5 after which, Fru 
Kathrina continued to build her castles in the air^ 
but kept them to herself. 
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CHAP. XXI. 

The soft eveniag wind of June swept through the 

high poplars in^the. churchyajfdjof H > • By, a 

newly-made grave stood Arve.AimmaQ, and looked 
mournfully at the withered wreath that adorned it. 
During the last foiu: years, our yotmg custom-house 
clerk had grown up into a handsome, well-made man, 
whose whole manner and appearance indicated, what 
is generally understood by the term, good-breeding. 
In every feature there was an expression of real 
goodness, and only the peculiar fqrm of .a small vein 
on the brow, seemed to intimate, that if life should 
ever show itself in darker colours, the softer feelings 
of the heart would not be permitted to gain the 
mastery over the firm and resolute wilL 

Arve stood this evening by a grave, to which his 
feeling heart brought a friendly tribute of sorrow. 
It was that of his most intimate acquaintance in the 

town of H y the unfortunate Fru Carlmark, who 

now reposed under that little mound ; and the thought 
of the motherless and desolate Josephina, weighed 
heavily on his mihd. In vain he tried to discover 
some means of being, essentially useful to her. 
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When Arve wrote the letter conununicated in the 
last chapter, he grieved for Josejrfiina, who was then 
very ill ; — but the fllower of youth bloomed again 
— after a few weekdy Josc^iina recovered, but only 
to exchange the part of' invalid with her mother. 
Fru Carlmark, stink dqwn on the pillow she had so 
often watered with her tears, and never again left 
her bed. The* whol^e winter and spring, Josephina 
worked and struggled on, in poverty, sorrow, and 
sickness, but her Btresigth failed not, so long as the 
spark of life lingered in her beloved mother. During 
this time, Arve visited them ahnost every evening ; 
and in that long and bitter trials he learned rightly 
to know and appreciate Josephina. She was by no 
means the weak spiritless being she appeared to 
be, when it was only her physical strength that was 
called into exercise. Left alone to support and nurse 
her mother through a long pining sickness, Josephina, 
by her unwearied perseverance, her usefulness, and 
her even, patient temper, displayed a strength of mind 
which attached Arve to her more and more, though 
his feelings never took a warmer chjcracter than that 
of calm friendship and good will. As Arve now 
stood, sunk in his own meditations, the bell for even- 
ing prayers, rang over the graves; and it seemed 
to him, that a sweet and holy calm rested on the 
spot where the low grassy beds lay side by side. 



Digitized 



by Google 



304 THE BOSE OF TISTELON. 

The turf on the grave next to that where Arve stood^ 
looked so inviting, he could not refrain from seating 
himself on the little mound ; but he had hardly done 
so, when a slight rustling behind him, disturbed the 
train of his reflections : he turned round and caught 
a glimpse of a figure in black, which quickly passed 
him. It was Josephina, who had glided through the 
churchyard gate, to place fresh roses on the grave 
of the dead. 

** Good morning, Josephina," said Arve, in a tone 
that sounded soft and pleasing to the heart of the 
lonely one. ** If I disturb you, I will go away." 

" You were always a kind friend to my mother, 
Amman," answered Josephina, in a low voice, as she 
bent over the grave. 

Arve, who interpreted her undecided manner ac- 
cording to his own inclination, remained ; and when 
Josephina had fulfilled her sweet but mournful task, 
followed her in silence from the churchyard, down 
the street, at the end of which was her hmnble 
habitation. 

"Poor Josephinial" Arve began, "have you yet 
thought of any place of refuge? Have you heard 
of any situation?" 

" None : I have inquired at several houses, but 
they do not want a sempstress ; and I do not think 
I could fill any other place." Arve sighed; he suf- 
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fered with Josephina,' who immediately resumed': 
" Yes, it is indeed bitter and hard, to bear, to b^ 
everywhere met by affected compassion, yet everyj 
where find a repulse: but I must submit, for 
murmurs and complaints will not improve my con- 
dition. I intend, without wasting more time in 
looking for a situation, to continue to take in work 
here." 

" But you are still so young to live quite alone.** 

A faint sad smile on Josephina's pale lips expressed ' 
her conviction that, as far as her youth was con- 
cerned, there was nothing to fear. She had never 
known the spring-time of youth, and already, at the 
age of twenty, felt the chill of winter. The dini 
eyes beamed not with the joy of young life, — no 
roses had ever bloomed on the pale thin cheeks : the 
soul alone had all the freshness of youth, in its 
capacity for feeling and suffering. Arve was np 
flatterer ; and although, for his own part, he thought 
Josephina more attractive than she seemed to ima- 
gine, he had not the heart to say so, as, in her present 
defenceless situation, the want of beauty might be 
considered rather an advantage than a misfortune. 
Arve was therefore silent, until Josephina inquired 
what day he had fixed for his return home. 

" The beginning of next week, if the wind is 
favourable ; but I shall see you before then. I have 

VOL. I. X 
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thought of a plan^ while we have been walking and 
talking. t(^etherj and when I have farther cansider^d 
the subject^ I ahall propose it to you." « 

These, in themselves, simple, but to Josephina's 
ear, mysterious words, caused a momentary trem- 
bling through her whole frame. Arve, however, 
did not remark it; and, after taking leave at the 
door, he hastened home, rather fearful of being too 
late for dinner. 

' It was indeed too late, as Arve saw, on his first 
entrance, by the pointed chin .of the lady. The 
dinner was served and waiting; for the ham and 
spinach were abready on the table, and the bowl of 
olust* placed on the. sideboard. Old Brostedt stood 
with his hands behind hjs back, in hifii usual corner ; 
Lars was stretching his .full length over the table 
counting the slices of egg on the ^inach. 

The. lady herself,, rising from her s^at at the 
window, which Qommauded a view of the. Club, and 
from whence she could see all who w.ent th^re, ap- 
proached 0vtx bero with the not veiy. agreeable re- 
mark, that ^^ he had made than ymt." 
/ "I beg your pardon," said Ajrve: ** I staid too 
Ixmg in the churchyard." 



* A fkyotErite beverage in Sweden, composed of warm beer, 
milk, and sugar.. 
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' ** In the churohyaxd ! What, in Heaven's name^ 
were you doing there? Are you become a inoonr 
light dreamer? What sort of a fancy is tibat, to 
walk among th^ dead, when you can have the com- 
pany of the living ? " 

^^ I was not without that, also* IVfamselle Carl-* 
mark came with fresh flowers for her mother's grave/' 

**Ahal I understand:^ a rendezvous! To be 
(»dy a few weeks after her mother's death — it wagf 
certainly rather soon I But I shall tell you my 
opinion 'on that subject^ in private, aftpr dinner ; 
let us now sit down to table." 

As one may imagine, it was with no very light 
heart that Arve obeyed a summons, which was to be 
followed by a lecture. He never ate with a good 
appetite, with, the prospect of q^e of the lady's 
sermons; and this time he felt more uneasy than 
usual, for he feared that his. patroness's not too cha- 
ritiJble tongue might in some way injure the inno^ 
cent JosephiniL ,, , 

: Most fortunately her had humour wsis softened .by 
dielindination^to langh^ which sh^.cpuld not.restrain^ 
when she beheld. the face^ of her. darling ou; one 
of whose cheeks, by its c^iitact.^ith. the ggpinach, 
had got a large green, ps^tch,. while the ptherdisr 
played a streak of dark red. *' Lars, my dear, what 
inischief have you been about ? Could you not let 
X 2 
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alone the spinach till mamma came ? And what in 
the name of Heaven have you got on the other cheek ? 
It looks like blood, I really think I Come here and 
let me see.'' But Lars showed no inclination so to 
do, but took out his pocket-handkerchief, and began 
to rub the treacherous marks of his still customary 
visits to the jelly-pots. The streaks were, however, 
too much dried, to be got rid of without water; and 
now mstmma's assistance was necessary, when it ap- 
peared that Lars (only for fun) had chanced to stray 
into the store-room, from whence he had carried off 
these remains of cherry-juice. '^ Lars," said his 
mother, holding up her finger with a suppressed 
smile, " you are a real rogue ! Do you think it is 
proper to make free with mamma's jelly-pots ? Fie, 
for shame! a grown-up gentleman like youl — go 
and wash your face directly." 

Lars hastened away, and after he was gone, his 
mamma said, '^ His disposition is so lively, he cannot 
exist without playing .little tricks ; but the time for 
wisdom will come soon enough. I like to see young 
people amuse themselves. They wiU soon enough 
grow weary of siich innocent diversions, and seek 
more dangerous ones. God bless my Lars, so long 
as he finds his highest delight in mamma's jelly- 
pots 1' 

But after this little sunbeam, came the threatened 
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storm — softened perhaps, but still sufficiently severe 
to make Arve sincerely desirous of a calm. 

After Herr Brostedt liad made his bow, ^d Lars 
had kissed his mother's hand, the lady beckoned 
Amman to come nearer. Her manner towards him 
had, however, risen so many degrees, that instead of 
standing, as formerly before his patroness, he was now 
invited, with a consequential air, to seat himself 
beside her on the sofa." 

Arve remarked, by the softened tone in which 
the usual preface, ** my dear Arve," was spoken, that 
the lady proposed to enact the part of tender maternal 
adviser; and he was not deceived. ** My dear Arve, 
I have long intended, with the right which my con- 
stant friendship for many years has given me, to lay 
before you openly, my opinion respecting these fre- 
quent visits to the Carlmarks. It is not right for a 
young man to attach himself in that manner. What 
have you to depend on? Your prospects are but 
distant; therefore I give you my best advice to 
' dam up the brook before it becomes a river.' Bi'eak 
off with the girl ; you wiU otherwise bring her into 
bad repute, and yourself also, by continuing your 
visits after the death of her mother." 
. **But," interposed Arve, "there is no harm in 
going there : somebody must comfort poor Josephina. 
X 3 
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I am almost Eke a brother to her^ and love her as a 
sister." 

" That is all very well ; but that sort of brotherly 
affection has not always the best consequences : and 
if you really love her, you had better leave her to 
take care of herself. It does not do, in these days, 
for a young man to act guardian to a motherless 
girL" 

" Would to God she had any othet ! " interrupted 
Arve, with his usual frankness. *^It would be the 
greatest comfort to me." ' 

** This is really amusing 1 " exclaimed the CoHector^tf 
lady, with a peculiar smile. "Yon acknowledge 
yourself, then, her protector ? " 

" Not exactly, for Heaven knows my power does 
not equal my inclination ; but I did what I could to 
alleviate the misfortunes of her mother, though I 
never let her know that the little assistaiice she got 
was from me, for in that case she Would have 
hesitated to receive it." 

^* Really ! and was it so you employed the money 
which my husband gave you for your own dress?" 

''JN'o, not that money; but what I received now 
and then from my old friend and teacher. Lieutenant 
Askenberg." 

' ** Oh ! so you got money from home ? I should not 
have thought that necessary while you lived with 
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ns: but when one has 8uch large expenses, some little 
addition must of course be required. Pray whose 
tiame did you employ to persuade Fru Carlmark to 
accept the money ? ^ 

*^ I was so bold as to say that I was sent from this 
house; and that you, who generally cheapened the 
price of their work, only did so to be able to do good 
in secret." 

The lady coloHred to the yery temples. " The 
largest fish swim in the stillest waters," thought she, 
trying, with her usual self-possession, to smile at 
Arve's explanation. 

"I hope you will be so good as to forgive my 
presumption for the sake of my good intentions." 

*'Let us say ho more of what is past," said «he, 
after a little reflection. " You meant well, though 
you might have spared your money; for the old 
woman was not so badly oflT in reality, as she made- 
you believe. However, as I said before, I will take 
no further notice of what has occurred: but, ini 
regard to the future, I seriously entreat to be excused 
having my name made use of; and; from motherly 
kindness and good-will towards you, I beg you wilL 
not give my advice to the winds, but let yourself be 
guided by it. So now we may drop the subject. I 
know too well your grateful disposition not to fed 
x4 • 



Digitized 



by Google 



312 THE BOSE OF TISTELON. 

certain that you know how to appreciate my friend- 
ship.'' 

Arve bowed, and assured the lady that he received 
with gratitude the good advice she was pleased to 
give ; and that he hoped his future, as well as his 
past conduct, would show his inclination to fol- 
low it. 

** Tell your mother, added the Collector's lady, 
giving Arve her hand to kiss, as an especial proof of 
favour, that I congratulate her on having such a well- 



During the following days, all Arve's leisure hours 
were occupied in preparing for his journey ; but his 
thoughts constantly turned to poor Josephina, who, 
with a little servant girl, spent the long weary hours 
in her silent room. ** I must positively go and take 
leave before I set off, and ask if she will adopt 
my plan in default of better," thought Arve, as he 
went one morning from the oflSce to the well-known 
house. 

' Josephina received him with a look of quiet 
pleasure; and Arve, who was not much given to 
circumlocution, went straight to the point. "My 
dear Josephina," said he, earnestly, '^the time is 
now come when I must set off. To-morrow or 
4;he day after, if the wind is favourable, I go by 
Jk sloop to Gothenburg, from which it is only a 
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short day's journey to iny dear home. What I am 
now going to propose to you, is something I have 
much at heart ; I will not say more, for you shall 
consult your own inclination. In the fishing-village 
I have so often described to you, live my dear old 
mother and uncle Pehr in their neat cottage. The 
old man is now very infirm, and my mother would be 
greatly the better of a companion, from whom she 
could derive both comfort and pleasure. ^Now, if 
you think it possible to live happily in such a lonely 
place, amongst simple but good people, I will speak 
to my mother on the subject while I am at home. I 
am certain she will not refuse when I represent the 
case to her." 

At this frank and friendly proposal, a weight 
seemed to be lifted off poor Josephina's heart. She 
had half suspected it might be something else, that 
was stirring in the lively imagination of her young 
guardian ; and dreaded being placed in an embarrass- 
ing situation, from which she might find it difficult to 
extricate herself. Whatever her secret feelings might 
be, it was certain there was nothing that she less 
desired than a rash declaration from one, whose sym- 
pathy, however warm, she felt could not bind him to 
her so deeply, as to lead him to devote his life to her. 
Misfortime had early developed Josephina's judgment; 
and her mirror, which she consulted more conscien- 
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tioualy than most glrls^ convinced her, that she could 
not hope to attract attention^ still less excite admira- 
tion. Those who showed her kindness^ did so, she 
believed, from compassion and friendship: her ex^ 
pectations reached no higher — scarcely her wishes. 
Had shebeen aware of any deeper feeling, she would 
have considered it a delusion, from which she must 
sooner or later awaken. 

With such a way of thinking, it may easily be 
conceived, that Josephina was truly happy to find 
herself mistaken ; and while her eyes rested on Arve, 
"v^ith the unaflfected expression of heartfelt gratitudet, 
she answered simply, ''Your brotherly friendship, 
Amman, is the only pleasure I have in this world, 
and therefore I should be very ungrateful if I could 
hesitate about accepting a proposal, which afford^ 
the surest prospect of a life of quiet obscurity, 
which is all I desire, and is best suited to my ca- 
pacities. Therefore, if Fru Amman does not ob- 
ject to receive the orphan girl, you may be certain 
that I shall meet her wishes with ihe warmest zeal 
and affection, and niirse her in illness with devoted 
love." 

" Thank you for that promise, dear good Jose- 
phina," said Arve, confidingly ; *' I hope all may be 
as we have agreed upon ; but until I return, it must 
remain a secret between us." 
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Josephina saw the necessity of such prudence; 
and after they had spoken some time longer on sub** 
jects of a less personal nature^ Arye took leave^ 
promising^ as soon as he returned^ to inform Jose^ 
phina of the result of his mission. 

When he went home he met with a most unwel- 
come surprise^ in the intelligence communicated 
by the Collector himsdf,* that his lady had been 
thinking how a few weeks' residence in the Skargard 
would strengthen Lars' constitution^ and at the same 
time give him great pleasure* " But, if it would be 
any trouble whatever to your mother, or put her to 
any kind of inconvenience to take Lars during the 
time you are to be at home, of course there will be 
no more question of it," added the Collector. 

Arve was then obliged (though it was with great 
sorrow he saw his fair hopes of complete liberty and 
independence take flight like other birds of passage) 
to assure the Collector, in the politest manner, of 
what in fact he really believed, that his mother would 
feel pleased and flattered by such a proof of confi- 
dence." 

"Yes — that is exactly what I thought," said the 
lady: "it is quite natural, my dcjar husband, that- 
Pru Amman, who is probably informed by her son, 
of tiie motherly care I have taken of him, should 
willingly do the sdme by Lars, for a short time. 
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Then we shall provide him with such a basket of 
provisions that as to Lars " » 

*^ As to Lars," interrupted Arve, who felt his blood 
begin to rise at the Jast words, "he shall not starve, 
even without a provision basket, if he can content 
himself with the simple but wholesome fare my 
mother has to offer." 

' *^ Well, well, my dear Amman," replied the Coir 
lector's lady, *5 we shall diminish the provision basket ; 
tod as to the confidence shown in leaving Lars to 
your care, I am sure you will make it a point of 
honour, not to allow him to forget the instruction he 
has derived from his reading, while he strengthena 
his delicate health by sea-bathing. Take good care 
of him I he is such a lively fearless boy, that he 
might easily break his neck, or his legs, among your 
rocks and clifis. But it would be unjust in me to 
doubt your taking sufficient care of the treasure I 
commit to your hands with such perfect confidence.**! 

" If Amman is to herd Lars, he will have little 
enough pleasure in his visit home," said the Collector, 
raising his eyebrows. " A boy between fifteen and 
sixteen years of age, ought to be able to take care of 
himself, or the devil's in it : and the reason why I 
have consented to trouble Amman with this ap-i 
pendage, is precisely because I hope ! that my worf 
fihipful son may learn to depend on himself. If he 
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kicks, put the blinders on his eyes, Arve, to prevent 
his breaking the shafts." 

The lady felt rather warm during her husband's 
speech; but she was too wise a woman, to say any- 
thing farther at present. The evening before his 
departure (while her husband was at the Club) Arve 
enjoyed the honour of a private interview, which was 
wholly devoted to her cares for Lars. Overloaded 
with advice, Arve at length made his escape, and' 
first drew breath freely, when he sat on the deck of 
the sloop next morning, and felt the fresh south wind 
blow on his cheek. Lars, who had been awakened 
too early, lay asleep in the cabin, so that Arve en- 
joyed in full measure the relief of being left to 
himself. 
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CHAP. XXIL 

Fbom every window of the little fiahing-village 
peeped out^ head afiber head, when. Arve,. who was 
not lecognised by his old acquaintances,. walked with 
Master laxs, np the uneven stone pavement, ^^ That 
can never be Fra Amman's son, Airvel — : they are 
especiing him," §aid one neighbour to the other. 

'' Do you think it can be him? But these are 
real gentlemen; perhaps the superintendent froni 
Gothenburg, or some such great fish," answered the 
person she addressed. 

Meanwhile, old Fru Amman lay quietly taking 
her mid-day nap, little suspecting even in her 
dreams, that her greatest happiness was so near her. 
She knew that her dear Arve was to come as soon 
as possible ; but the day was not fixed : so when Arve 
opened the parlour door, he found only Annika, 
who was strewing sand on the newly-scoured floor. 

** Good day, my dear good old Annika ! I see 
you are making the parlour nice as usual for my 
mother when she wakes," said Arve, as he stretched 
out his hand. 

But Annika let go the basket and clasped her 
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hands together, exclaiming ^ Good Heaven! Mj 
Mistress I Arve ! Mr. Arve is here I Such a man 
as he has grown ! Ay, he's a man every inch of 
him I" Annika's unaffected surprise had hardly 
found an answer in Arve's good-humoured sihile, 
when the door of the inner room opened, and Fru 
Amman, with extended arms, clasped her beloved 
son to her happy heart. 

A considerable time elapsed, during which Lars 
had plenty of time to look about him ; to finger the 
baldams, and, in the most bare-faced manner, steal a 
peacock's feather from the looking^^ lass, with which 
to adorn his cap, before the happy Fru Amm«,n 
rdeased her son from her embrace; and when she 
at length did so, it was with no small surprise she 
perceived his companies decked out with. her dear old 
peaoock'a feather, which from time- immemorial had 
kept its place over the mirron Lars bowed and 
waited for Arve to introduce him. . 

^^ Lars has already made himself at home, accord- 
ing to hia usual custom, I see^" said Arve, pointing 
to the feather. ^' Excuse him, mother ; the Collectov 
and his lady Imve confided him to our care for a few 
weeks; I am sure you will give us both a hearty 
welcome." 

f^ Bless ine I is this the son of the Collector ? In- 
deed he is heartily welcome. I only hope our simple 
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way of living, may suit Master Lars. .'But you must 
be hungry ; and I must not forget the dinner in my 
happiness. The lieutenant is asleep.. I think we 
shall delay the joyful surprise till he comes in at our 
usual coffee-time." 

. " Yes, that will be best," said Arve ; " so I shall 
pay my respects in the mean time to this old friend." 
He threw himself on the blue-painted sofa, with the 
still smooth leather cushion, and leaning against the 
left comer, dropped a few tears to the memory of 
his dear father, whose place it had always been, when 
Arve had stood so often beside him, listening to his 
favourite stories of the sea. 

" But what, in all the world, shall we do with our- 
selves here?" inquired Lars, who already began to 
find the change less amusing than he expected. 
', "Do with ourselves I We shall fish, and shoot 
seals and searbirds, and stroll about the rocks. You 
are surely not growing tired already, before you have 
made acquaintance with our amusements ?" 

"Oh I not exactly; but every thing is so odd 
hete." 

** You will not think so when you get used to it. 
Go out and take a turn on the shore ; there ypu will 
soon see something that should interest a stranger." 

" Yes, something worth seeing, indeed I — Quan- 
tities of sun-burnt women, real Hottentots, with a 
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child on ona arm and a fish-basket on the other;* 
mop-headed boys, fishing for crabs ; and ragged girls, 
who lie and roll in the sand, and smear themselves 
with the nasty refuse in the shells, — that is really 
something worth wasting one's time upon !" 

"It might be worse employed," said Arve; **you 
could, at least, make the useful reflection, that you 
are yourself, in a better situation than, perhaps, you 
deserve. The lot falls unequally in this world ; and 
it would be hard, if the less fortunate should be de- 
spised, because God has given them a lowly station.** 

*^0h I don't begin with your wisdom; I am tired 
enough of that ! I came here with you to amuse 
myself; and you promised mamma to do all you could 
to give me pleasure." 

" So I did ; and I will keep my promise to the 
best of my power : but it will not be my fault if our 
opinions about amusements do not agree. You re- 
member, besides, that I promised your father to look 
after you in a different way. He wishes you to pay 
attention to what may be useful : and I assure you 
that nothing you see in this new and strange place, is 
80 insignificant that you lit&y not learn something 
useful from it." 

Lars began to sing and drum upon the table, till, 
tired of amusing himself alone, he was on the point 
of giving free vent to his dbcontent vrith mamma's 

VOL. I. T 
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idea of sending him on tluB visit ; but at that moment 
Fni Amman returned, with such a display, as ke 
found worthy of engrossing his whole attention. He 
had prepared himself, in a fit of despair, for dried 
skate, boiled crabs, or something of the sort ; but 
instead of that, appeared a couple of wild ducks, and 
a dish of roasted potatoes. Lars' eyes brightened* 
'^ My dear Fru Amman,'' said he, almost po- 
litely, '^I did not think you had such things here 
amongst your naked rocks. Thank heaven I I shall 
get something to eat at least !" 

Fru Amman smiled; and it was not without a 
feeling of tritunph that she answered, " We are not 
60 badly off as you thought, yoimg gentleman. We 
have pancakes also." 

^^Oh, delightful! I am so fc«d of pancakes. 
Mamma gave me two pots of jam, so we shall taste 
them directly." 

But the greatest treat was the coffee. It was 
in that glorious nectar of old women, that Fru 
Amman, seated in her easy chair, drank to her son's 
welcome home. It was not till then, that she had 
time to observe how much he had grown, how well 
his coat fitted, and that he had no need to be ashamed 
of his face, which was both handsome, and pleasant to 
look upon ; and now she also enjoyed the old lieu- 
tenant's great delight at seeing his godson once more* 
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But Arve could scarcely command himself suf- 
ficiently to conceal the surprise and sorrow he felt, at 
seeing old Askenberg so fallen off, so much older, 
and as if bending down towards the grave. His eye 
only brightened again when it rested on his mother's 
fresh, well-rounded face, on which health and happi- 
ness were faithfuUy reflected. 

"I see what you are thinking, my boy," said the 
lieutenant, and pressed his hand: "but do not let 
that grieve you. The world holds an even course. 
The young stem shoots up, tall and straight, like a 
noble mast ; the old one bends and totters, and a last 
storm, will perhaps, soon throw the wreck overboard : 
but let it be so ! What do you say to your mother, 
here ? She weathers it well, I think 1" 

" Yes, mother has really grown younger 1 " And 
Arve shook heartily the dear hands that were busied 
about the table. 

« Thank God for health 1 " said Fru Kathrina, 
gratefully, and forced, without much trouble, another 
cup of coffee upon Lars. 

After coffee, Arve sat between the lieutenant 
and his mother, and told them everything they 
wanted to know; but at length his turn came to 
ask questions. After he had been informed of the 
present circumstances of aU the neighbours, and the 
changes by deaths and births, he suddenly exclaimed^ 
T 2 
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« Well, and my Eose — the Rose of Tistelori ? 
have you heard nothing of her, mother ? This time 
I must really fulfil my promise, and go there ! The 
pretty child must surely have grown up into a beau- 
tiful girL" 

At these words Fru Amman's sunny face became 
suddenly overcast. " Do you still remember that 
nonsense? I thought you had long ago forgotten 
such a trifle," 

** A pretty girl is no trifle, my dear mother," said 
Arve, good-humouredly : "but I see you still retain 
your strange old prejudice against the inhabitants of 
Tistelon." 

" No, my son, I have no prejudice against them ; 
but, that I cannot exactly like them, you can 
scarcely wonder at. . Had your blessed father not 
been obliged to go out in that terrible storm, to 
chase these good-for-nothing smugglei*s, he might 
perhaps have been sitting now . in the arm-chair 
beside us, smoking his pipe. . For the rest, God, who 
sees all, alone can judge ; but I shall never forget 
the bitter triumph in the old fox's eye, when we left 
his pier after our fruitless search." 

It was not without sorrow Arve remarked that 
his generally sensible and right-thinking mother, 
retained in this respect . her old, and in his 
opinion unjust prejudice. At the same time, he 
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loved and respected her too highly to do anything 
against her wishes ; and as he did not feel any un- 
conquerable longing to see again, one whom he only 
, remembered as an uncommonly lovely child, it was 
not very difficult to make this little sacrifice to his 
anxious mother, who could never reconcile herself to 
the thought of her son's being on terms of friendship 
with those whom she considered the immediate cause 
of her husband's death. " Well, but how do they 
go on now ? one hears nothing but good of them ! " 

" No, certainly. Ever since they made the last 
great smuggling expedition, the same night your 
blessed father fell in with them, they have lived 
(God and themselves only know from what motives) 
as becomes respectable people." 

*^ Birger Haraldson's marriage must surely have 
caused that change, mother," said Arve : " he got 
such an excellent wife ; and then she is as pleasant 
as good. I have not seen her equal in all the town ; 
and don't wonder at the wildest rascal becoming an 
honest man under her guidance." 

** Ay, and that was just what she had to do ! " 
remarked Fru Kathrina. " God knows how sudi 
an excellent person could make such a marriage I 
The dove is no fit mate for the raven." 

** What is that you say, sister? He must be a 
fine noble fellow, a real honest man, whom I would 
T 3 
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willingly take by the hand, though I have never 
seen him," said Lieutenant Pehr, who, with his 
failing powers of mind, could not follow the conver- 
sation; but thought the comparison of the dove and. 
the raven, related to Gabriella's engagement to 
Rosenberg — a piece of news which had found its 
way in the course of the winter across the ice to the 
neighbouring islands. 

** Ah, ah 1 ypu mean the shipwrecked captain who 
was there in the winter. Nothing may come of 
that, if he does not return in the autumn : report 
says, he means to do so, however." 

"What was that?" a^ked Arve, with some in- 
terest. ** Was the captain a lovier of the pretty 
Gabriella?" 

(< Yes — so it was said ; but, as nothing more has 
been heard of it, there must be obstacles on both 
sides : besides, the girl is but a child yet. 

At night, when Arve went to bed, he found it 
impossible to turn his thoughts from " the E.ose of 
Tistelon." His half-quenched desire to see her again 
returned anew ; but in vain he tried to find means 
of fulfilling his wishes. 

The next day was occupied by visits to the neigh- 
bours, accompanied by Lars, who could not conceive 
how Arve could sit for hours at a time, in the fishers' 
oottages and talk, — now« with an old man, whose 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE EOSE OF TISTELON. 327 

shaking wrinkled hands worked at fishing-nets ; 
then, with an old woman sitting on the edge of the 
hearth, frying muscles ; now, with the young wives, 
who were mending the sails; and then, with the 
sunburnt children, who lay basking on the rocks in 
company with the skate and cod. 

Arve paid no attention to Lars' weary yawns, but 
went on his own way »— kind and obliging to all, 
particularly to the children, whom he everywhere 
treated to nuts and figs, which he carried about with 
him in a large bag; and his good-humoured face 
beamed with pleasure when he saw the little savages 
come running from all quarters of the village, and 
clamber up to the flat shelf of rock on which he had 
placed himself to distribute his bounty. As the 
old men and women had been gratified with rolls 
of tobacco, and little packets of snuff, presented in 
secret, so how, but with far more boisterous merri- 
ment, the children rejoiced around their liberal bene- 
factor. There was delight, there was shouting 
without end, as they crawled about on all-fours, to 
catch what fell down ; while it amused Arve to see 
their lively, active motions, aU indicating their capa- 
city for a life of industry. 

" Let me have some too," said Lars, as he seized 
a handful of nuts, and threw them, not from malice 
but mere boyish thoughtlessness, amongst the stones 
t4 
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which projected from the sides of the steep rock over 
the water, ** Look for them now, you rascal ! " he 
called to a little boy of five years old, who, not know- 
ing the danger of his expedition, began to scramble 
down the rock. 

Arve, who stood on the other side, surrounded by 
a numerous circle, heard nothing, till with a pierc- 
ing cry, the boy's little head disappeared under the 
water. 

" Oh dear I my little brother is in the water I 
The naughty gentleman threw nuts down there, and 
bid him take them up!" exclaimed another boy, 
while he ran to call his mother. 

With a look such as Lars had never yet seen, and 
which sent a shudder through his whole body, Arve 
rushed past him, scrambled down to the stones, and 
was the next moment in the water. Most fortu- 
nately, he was in time to save the child ; and when 
the mother, with screams, and frantic gestures, 
reached the spot, she received her son safe in her 
arms. 

" Oh, God bless you 1 God for ever bless you I 
The grateful mother tried to kiss Arve's hand, but 
he gently disengaged himself, emptied the rest of the 
contents of the bag upon the rock, and then with a 
short " Come," desired the crest-fallen Lars to follow 
him. Lars had never felt as he did now: how he 
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wished in his heart to be again at home with his 
dear mamma ! but wishes were vain : he must retu:m 
to the little cottage^ which was^ for the present, his 
home. It is not necessary to relate what passed 
there ; we shall only say that Arve discharged his 
duty of tutor so well, that Lars an hour afterwards, 
with much less unwillingness than might have been 
expected, begged pardon of the boy's mother for his 
thoughtlessness, in her cottage ; and at the same time 
left, of his own free will, three rix-dollars, from the 
purse his mother had given him for any unlooked-for 
expenses. So passed the first day ; and in his secret 
soul Lars sighed, *^ Would to heaven it were the 
lafitl" 

Those that followed were better, however. Lars 
went out fishing and seal-shooting. The last pleased 
him exceedingly; he soon preferred it to all the 
amusements he had ever known : and he now began 
with altered views to praise the life of the Skargord, 
with its simple, but pleasant and wholesome enjoy- 
ments. On their return from these expeditions, they 
found Fru Kathrina waiting for them with a substan- 
tial dinner. Annika produced her best cofiee ; and 
old Askenberg related his long sea-stories, which 
Lars swallowed with almost as good an appetite as I^e 
did the Ipbster, wild duck, ; or any other favourite 
dainty. In short, after the first eight days, Lars 
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found it was passible to live very well in a lonelj 
fishing^yillage ; and a trip to Marstrand, where he was 
shown the fortress, and heard surprising stories from 
the prisoners, completed his satisfaction. 

**0n the way home from Marstrand, Arve fdt 
himself again assailed, and yery strongly too, by the 
Tempter; his eyes rested constantly on the rocks 
amongst which Tistelon lay embedded. The oppor- 
tmiity was favourable, and would probably not pre- 
sent itself again. ^^ Could he not make use of it 
now, as easily as let it slip through his fingers? 
His mother need never know of the visit, in itself so 
innocent, for Lars could keep the secret." Arve had 
proceeded no farther in this train of thought, when 
a feeling of shame reproached him for giving, by 
such c<mduct, the worst example to the boy com- 
mitted to his care. Lars had heard the conversation 
between him and his mother, and knew how much it 
would displease Fru Kathrina if the trip to Mar- 
strand were to commence an intimacy which she so 
evidently wished to avoid. Besides, to beg Lars to 
keep it secret! "I cannot conceive,*' thought he, 
with a degree of vexation he had never before expe- 
rienced, "how my mother, who is such an excellent 
sensible woman, can have such fancies I " Meantime 
the boat glided past the much-desired island; and 
soon nothing but the highest points of its rocks wera 
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viable to Arve's straining sight. If good Fru 
Kathrina had known how her dear son's landing at 
Tistelon, and consequently his obedience, had turned 
on a hair's breadth, she would certainly have thanked 
God with the most fervent gratitude, for having sent 
her a kind of guardian angel in the person of Lars. 

Fru Kathrina believed in presentiments, and she 
could not get it out of her head that the great dislike 
which, against her better self, she felt towards the 
Hataldsons, arose from some mysterious cause which 
she could not explain ; but that it really existed, she 
was as certain^ as that she feared from the bottom of 
her soul that Arve should become more closely con- 
nected with those hateful people. Arve had not yet 
had any opportunity of speaking to his mother about 
his plan for Josephina ; but one evening, when Lars 
was in the lieutenant's room, playing at cribbage with 
him, he availed himself of the opportunity ; described 
Josephina's desolate situation with all the warmth of 
his heart, and at last declared plainly, that he had 
ventured to give the poor girl some hope of finding a 
refuge with his dear good mother. 

" Bless me, child, what are you thinking about ? 
what do you suppose she would gain by coming 
here? and, besides, have you reflected if we have 
the means of doing such a thing ? Grod knows, I 
have no wish to draw back when I can do anything 
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pleasing to Him ; but in this case you seem to have 
reckoned like most young heads^ who think^the day 
will bring its own counseL It does not do to let the 
heart advise, and reason be silent." 

** But we are not so very poor," said Arve, who 
was resolved to have his wishes fulfilled this time ; 
^^ besides, mother, Josephina is as industrious as an 
ant : when you have nothing particular for her to do^ 
she can make clothes and caps for all the old women 
and girls in the village, and with the profits, buy- 
clothes for herself. A dinner for three, will surely 
do for four : Josephina is well accustomed to eco- 
nomy. What she would find here, may be called 
affluence in comparison with what she has been 
used to." 

" Yes, yes ! that's all very true, but not very well 
considered, my dear Arve: and to be quite sin- 
cere " But Fru Kathrina became here not quite 

sincere : she interrupted herself, because she had not 
sufficient time to reflect how far she was right,; in 
openly expressing her objections ; but Arve hastened 
to complete the sentence. 

**You think, mother, that I am in love with 
Josephina, and so wish to keep her safe here till I 
can marry ? — Then the girl is too poor ; and that is 
all the reason why my dear good mother, for the first 
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lime in her life^ sees difficulties in doing a good 
aetion.** 

This was exactly hitting the nail on the head. 
Eru Kathrina compressed her lips a little^ and said, 
** Well, and if it were so, what harm do you see in 
that? It is a mother's duty to keep watch when 
youth is blind 1 " 

" But is it not singular, mother, that you should 
fear a misfortune, when you know so little how 
matters stand ? You do not know the girl, and her 
real worth. If I really loved Josephina so well, as 
to wish to have her for a wife, what would her 
poverty signify, if she had other qualities — heart, « 
sense, and such like — that would make me happier 
than any dirty bank-notes ? In the station I occupy, 
and shall occupy in future, riches are unnecessary. 
We live with none but our equals, and have none of 
the expenses of larger households. - We are content 
with daily bread during the week, and a little more 
on Sunday : so if money were all that was wanting, 
we shall have plenty to live on, as soon as I get 
employment. But now it is something quite different 
that stands in the way of my wish to marry Josephina, 
namely — that I do not love her as I feel would be 
necessary before I could think of marriage ; and that 
she does not love me either. We only wish each 
other well — heartily well, and nothing more." 
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FruEIathiina seemed neither convinced nor pleased* 
Arve took her hand, looked earnestly in her eyes, and 
said, " Do it for my sake — do it because* I yielded 
to your wishes, and resisted my desire to go to 
Tistelon. When I was at Marstrand I might have 
done it so easily." 

Fru Amman was now completely conquered: an 
appeal to her gratitude was never made in vain. 
" God grant, the girl may find herself comfortable 
here I Let it be as you will.^ 

" Thanks, dear good mother, for the promise ; now 
I am quite happy and contented. Josephina will 
certainly be comfortable here, if she is only treated 
with affection ; and of that I have no fear, for when 
you, mother, promise her a home, I know she will 
also find a mother's heart." 

" You may depend upon it, what I have once pro- 
mised I will do to the best of my power : perhaps 
we may get on better together, than I thought at 
first." 

" And when uncle, who daily draws nearer to the 
grave, leaves us, or perhaps lives on with a weakened 
mind, then how pleasant it will be for you, mother, 
to have a faithful companion to help and cheer 
you." 

Fru Amman secretly acknowledged that Arve was 
right in many respects, though she did not say so. 
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He saw by the expression of her whole countenance 
that he had gained more than at first he had dared 
to hope. 

Fm Amman^. although a singukrlj good and 
sensible woman^ was not without her little pride 
where Arve was concerned, and required. Heaven 
knows how manj perfections in her who should one 
day be his wife. Arve's simple declaration showed 
her, however, that he was far from partaking her 
views ; and Fru Kathrina, who had always preached 
against pride, could not now bring forward her ex- 
ceptions with any show of reason. She yielded im- 
mediately, and with real pleasure, to that on which 
her son had set his heart. 

But now quickly glided away the last remaining 
weeks I How short is one little month, spent in a 
beloved home, where heart understands heart without 
any skilful arrangement of words! but we cannot 
keep back one moment ; — the last approaches, it 
comes — we must part. 

" Our parting, my son, is perhaps for this life I " 
Bsdd Lieutenant Pehr, gently, while he wiped away 
a tear that stood on his grey eyelashes. 

**That must be as God wills," answered Arve, 
and pressed the withered hand between his, with 
emotion. " But," added he, more cheerfxdlyi " whe- 
ther our meeting be in this world or the next, 
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I will live 80 that I can look forward to it without 
fear.^ 

" Bight^ my boy I a good conscience is the best 
g^n. - When temptation stands at the door, think of 
your mother and old uncle Pehr 1 ** 

**I am going before you," whispered Lars to 
Arve ; and after repeating his thanks to the best of 
his ability, to Fru Kathrina and the ^lieutenant, to 
which neither at that moment paid attention, he 
laid mamma's provision of pocket-money on the Kd 
of old Annika's chest, and ran down to the pier, 
where, in order to resemble Arve, who was so much 
loved, he distributed sixpence worth of half-pence 
amongst the troop of children who followed at his 
heels. 

After he had been on board a quarter of an hour, 
and arranged matters for the voyage as well as he 
could, Arve came with his mother. 

" I wo'n't disturb them," thought Lars ; " but I 
can see their parting, unobserved. How they love 
one another ! She looks so kind and good, that dear 
Fru Amman ! I have quite a respect for her. I never 
knew such a nice old woman. No, I really must go 
up and embrace her 1 " With more feeling than had 
ever yet appeared in the self-willed boy, he ran up 
the pier again, and clasped Fru Kathrina, with a 
powerful squeeze, in his arms. 
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*^ God bless you, Lars I " said the good matron^ 
much affected. ** May you always be to your mother 
what my Arve is to me ! I camiot wish her any- 
thing better ! " 

" I will try I " Lars kissed Fru Amman's hand^ 
and ran down like an arrow to the boat again ; he 
was followed in a few minutes by Arve, who, in 
silence, and with eyes fixed on the fast disappearing; 
coast, once more waved his hat as a last adieu. 

When not a glimpse of his mother could longer be 
seen, Arve leaned against the mast ; one hand shaded 
his eyes, Lars wondered whether it was on accounV 
of the sun, or to hide a tear. 
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CHAP. xxni. 

One fine cool evening In August, Gabriella sat' at 
her open window, watching the bright beams of th^ 
full moon as they played on the cahn surface of the 
flea. Some half-broken sounds vibrated from time to 
time, &r over the water; and Gabriella thought she 
irecognised Anton's voice. The boy in his little boat 
lay rocking on the other side of the island ; and his 
old mournful song, "I am no knight tW- 1 seem 
such to be," at last reached her, when leaning on the 
window-sill, she caught the uncertain tones, and 
repeated to herself the next line, ** I am poor 
Necken," &c 

" Always when I am happiest," thought she, with 
a feeling of depression, *^he comes and disturbs me 
with his wild song 1 Formerly I liked no song better 
than Necken's ; now it makes me uneasy, ever since 
he told me his strange fancies. Poor Anton I I 
wonder why it has pleased God to give him such a 
mind. Sometimes he is so wise, no one can be more 
rational; then again his head becomes disordered, 
and it is all gone ; and his eyes put me in mind of 
the time, which I can scarcely recollect, when he was 
quite deranged." 
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For some time^ Gabriella meditated on Anton's sad 
destiny^ and his strange persuasion that he was 
Necken, who wandered on this earth to expiate some 
terrible sin. But though this subject, by its con*- 
nection with the marrellous, had always a secret 
charm, it now slipped quickly from Gabriella's mind, 
which was soon coinjdetely occupied with very 
different thoughts. 

Birger and Erika were expected to return thia 
evening, or in the night, from a visit to Gothenburg^ 
which they made regularly every summer, at the 
time of the August fair, to make their yearly 
purchases. GabridOLa, who generally looked upon^ 
this annual visit as a festival, for, which she madQ 
preparation long before, had this time positively 
declined aecompanyinig them. But she had leisure 
to repent her hasty resolution, and paid dearly 
for it, in the anxiety with which she waited 
eight days for the return of her friends. Not thai 
Gabriella, much as she loved Erika, could not 
reconcile herself to one week's separation from her; 
the ground of her anxiety lay deeper. ,The fact was,^ 
that Birger had received a letter, informing him that 
Rosenberg, with the vessel he commanded for a 
mercantile house in Gothenbm^, would arrive there 
exactly at this time, but would set sail again after a 
fortnight's stay, which was necessary for unloading 
z 2 
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and reloading the slup ; and it was the uncertainty 
whether Kosenberg would make a winter voyage, or 
come back in the autumn, that made Gabriella rest- 
less. Birger's and Erika's return, would bring her 
information on this point, as well as on other subjects 
of interest. 

It might certainly appear that the easiest way of 
obviating all this anxiety was, for Gabriella to have 
accompanied the party ; and at first, on the arrival of 
the letter, she thought with more delight than she 
cared to confess, of the happy days she should spend in 
Gothenburg, -She did not even think of what would 
otherwise so amuse her, — the bustle of the market, 
the rope-dancers, the finely-dressed ladies, soldiers, 
music, &c., — all this was nothing now; she thought 
only of Rosenberg, and the happiness of being a 
great part of these days in his company. But the 
evening before they were to set offi when Gabriella^ 
with her dear Lena, was occupied in looking over 
her things, and choosing the best and finest for 
packing up, Lena said, quite innocently, '^ Bless me, 
how pleased the captain will be, that Mamselle Ella 
goes to town to see him." 

** What are you thinking about ? " exclaimed Ga- 
briella, with a slight elevation of the nose, which very 
plainly expressed her displeasure at Lena's freedom. 
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^ Do you believe, or can you be bo simple as to 
Imagine that I go to town for the Captain's sake ? " 

" Bless me, there's surely no harm in that." 

" No harm; dear Lena ; but it would be at least 
very imnecessary : and now it strikes me, that I cer- 
tainly will not go." 

*^ Oh, that is not possible ! you will never carry 
through that resolution, Mamselle Ella ! " remon-? 
atrated Lena. 

" Shall I not ? we shall see. Now you can go 
down stairs ; for as no packing is required, I do not 
want any help." 

Lena was ready to cry. *^ Did I ever hear the 
like of that ? I wish I had had the sense to hold 
my tongue ; but I never thought it would do any 
harm." 

" You were right to speak out, Lena, and wiser 
than L Leave me alone, now ; I shall put the things 
away myself." 

Lena went. But instead of putting in order the 
dresses, shawls, and handkerchiefs that lay strewn 
about, Gabriella seated herself on her little sofa ; she 
wished to think, consider, and Reconsider. Ought 
she to give Rosenberg reason to think she had come 
to Gothenburg only for his sake ? to meet him who 
disdained to remain over the winter at Tistelon, and 
thought Birger's galiot too insignificant 1 ** No, 
z 3 
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I thank you^ it shall not be done. If it should cost 
me seven times as much to stay at home^ I would 
not go^ since I now know that it is possible the 
captain too, might have as foolish fancies, as Lena in 
her simplicity I " 

With this resolution Gabriella went to bed. The 
next morning she was awakened by the noisy running 
up and down, that always accompanies preparations 
for a journey. She hastened to dress herself, seated 
herself again on her little sofa, and began once more 
to reflect. Her heart beat quickly, as she listened to 
the bustle that went on down stairs. "The wind 
must be favourable ; by dinner-time they would be 
in Gothenburg: perhaps Rosenberg would invite 
them on board." She began to question if she did 
wisely in paying so much attention to what Lena 
had said with the best intention, and without know- 
ing the circuipstances. 

Rosenberg, if she came, would certainly have no 
6ther feeling than that of happiness ; and perhaps he 
Iv^ould even be grieved — disappointed — vexed, if 
she did not go. 

" But was I not' too sorry, when he told me he 
was to leave us ? He saw very well, that I would 
be weary and sad when he was away, and yet he had 
the heart to go, though it was quite unnecessary, in • 
the very middle of winter ; and therefore I, too, will 
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have tHe heart to remain at home. It is decided— ^ 
fixed — I remain at home 1 I think I see how his eye 
will darken, when he goes to see Birg^, and find^ 
only Erika." 

• At this conduaion, however, Gabriella blu^ed 
deeply. She could not help asking herself if Erika^ 
whom Eosenberg so highly esteemed, and who Was 
so beloved by all, might not be as heartily welcomed 
by the captain as herself. ** How have I become so 
selfish and unreasonable I What am I, compared' to 
Erika?" These questions from her better self, re* 
buked the momentary vanity ; Gabriella felt a tear in 
her eye : but it was not that of pain or vexation at 
the idea that Rosenberg might possibly be quita 
satisfied with seeing Erika again ; no, it was the tear 
of repentance, for having tri^d to think Erika in- 
significant, compared to herself. 

** Are you not ready yet, my dove ? " inquired 
Haraldson, looking in at the door. 

** No, father ; a sort of nervousness has come over 
ine, so that I had rather not go. I will stay at 
home and take charge of the house, while Erika is 
absent.'' 

' " What nonsense is that ? we who remain at home 
ijan take charge of the house well enough. You 
must not have such fancies, now that you are :z» 
grown-up sensible girl ! One day you are ready to 
z 4 
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jump over the house with delight at making the trip^p 
and the next you have changed your mind If yoa 
go on this way, you had better begin to play with 
your dolls again !" 

^* Yes ; it was far better when I played with them. 
I have never been so happy as then," 

** Now you don't know your own mind, that's the 
truth of the matter ; but make haste, in half an hour 
Birger will be ready to set sail." 

**But, father, I have packed nothing, and have 
not the least wish to go — not the very least. Let 
me stay at home, and take care of you and Anton ! 
You never refuse what I ask." Gabriella coaxed 
and begged : she was certain of the victory. 

" I am too foolish. I know you are spoilt, child I 
Well, then, I suppose you must have your own way 
now, as usual." 

It was a remarkable circumstance — one of the 
wonders of Nature, that the gloomy, heartless Ha- 
raldson, idolised his daughter to a degree that might 
be called pitiful weakness. But this was the only 
gentle feeling of which his iron-bound breast waa 
capable. To his dark, selfish soul no spark of remorse 
had penetrated ; and only the fear of Birger, and love 
for Gabriella, prevented him from again intermeddling 
with his old trade. Submissive to the young girl's 
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^lightest wishes, he now returned to his occupations^ 
and let the travellers take care of themselves. 

Gabriella, now ran down to speak to Erika, to 
whom she did not dare to use the pretence^ that dis- 
inclination or caprice, kept her at home. She knew 
her sister-in-law too well, to think that under such 
circumstances, she would be allowed to do as sha 
pleased. Besides, Gabriella loved Erika too warmly 
not to be sincere with her. ** Dear Rika," said she 
to the latter, whom she found alone in the store- 
room, "I have thought of something — something 
that has made such an impression on me, that I will 
not go with you this time to the fair." 

"How so, Ella, dear? You were so happy at the 
thoughts of going I" answered Erika, much surprised, 
and let the spoon, with which she was skimming cream 
for the colBTee, rest against the dish. 

When Erika paused in what she was about, she was 
very much surprised indeed. 

" It is difficult to explain it exactly — to say it, so 
that you will not think it a silly caprice. It is all 
because, yesterday evening, when we were arranging 
my clothes, Lena said, * Bless me, how pleased the 
Captain will be that Mamselle Ella goes to town to 
see him!' Lena did not mean anything wrong — 
quite thef contrary; she knew no better: but, then, it 
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gtnick me that' Kosenberg too might think the same^ 

and so — : — ^ 

> Ghi^briella's burning cheeks explained the rest. 

"In this case you may do exactly as you feel in- 
dined/' said Erika^ and cahnly resumed her occu- 
pation. She was, on the whole, pleased that Gabri- 
ella preferred remaining at home. And, besides, she 
was not unwilling that Eosenberg should miss Gra- 
briella. 

" So you are not displeased that I stay at home^ 
dear, good Kika?" 

" Certainly not ! I even think it is the best thing 
you could do." 

Happy — almost triumphant at being approved by 
Erika, Gabriella helped actively in getting the others 
ready. But hardly were they in the boat, which 
shot olBT with a fine breeze filling the sails, when she 
experienced the disagreeable influence of repentance 
and regret, and burst into tears. 

The week of Birger's and Erika's absence, passed 
with a monotony that often appeared insupportably 
wearisome to Gabriella; and she was not a little 
rejoiced when, at length, a vessel that was passing 
Tistelon, brought the information that Birger would 
return that evening. Hoping to get a sight of the 
much-longed-for boat, Gabriella sat at the windowi 
after she had in vain kept watch two hours on the 
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rocks. The time seemed very long. The sun had 
abready sunk into his blue bed ; and the shadows of 
night wrapped its grey twilight round the island. 
The clock had already struck twelve : it drew near 
to one ; and Gabriella still sat waitings leaning her 
head on her hand. A few gentle strokes of bars 
were heard^ and a little boat glided alongside the 
pier. It was Anton, who now returned. When he 
saw Gubriella at the window he went towards her. 
** You can go to bed, EUa," said he ; " we shall have 
no boat home to-night. It is such a dead calm that 
it can make no way." 

"But what have you been doing out so late?'* 
asked Gabriella, opening the window. 

Anton smiled — it was a sad smile. *^ I have been 
at home with my people," said he, pointing towards 
the sea. 

. " Listen to me, Anton," said Gabriella, and 
stretched her little head far out at the window ; "I 
have something to say to you : Necken does not live 
in the sea. At the time when people really believed 
he existed, he lived in rivers and brooks. Good 
night, love ! " 

Anton nodded, and went away. He thought it 
quite unnecessary to bring forward proofs of what 
had become to him, a fixed article of faith. There 
i^ere times when he was more reasonable: but his 
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Inlnd was incapable of enduring a serious contest 
with reason ; and though he had long lucid intervals^ 
the soul relapsed again into its state of weakness^ 
and struggled in vain for freedom. 

Wearied, and a little provoked, Grabriella sought 
to forget her disappointment in sleep; and though 
at daybreak, when there was a bustle on the pier^ 
she did awake, and thought, " Now they are come 
at last." Her eyes closed again immediately — she was 
much too sleepy to get up. When she awoke rather 
Jate in the morning, Erika stood by her bed, and 
greeted her with a friendly good morning. ** Ah I 
dear B.ikal you, who came home so late, are still 
up before me ! I, too, sat up very late last night ; but 
I should not have overslept myself for all that. I 
am so ashamed not to have had the coffee ready for 
you!" 

*^ Never mind, Ella ; we have not had coffee yet. 
If you make haste, you will be in time yet to 
breakfast with us : but, then, you must really make 
haate ! "l 

*^ Yes, dear Bika ; but wait one little minute : 
don't be in such a hurry. I must talk to you^ 
Have you enjoyed yourself? — have you " 

** Oh yes ! we have enjoyed ourselves very much« 
You shall hear all about it when you come down ; 
but now I am in a hurry. There are so many^ 
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of my old women waiting for me, that I must go.** 
And much to the vexation of Gabriella, who naturally 
wished to talk alone with Erika^ there now remained 
nothing for her but to dress as quickly as possible, 
that she might share with the rest in the talk that 
might be going on at the breakfast-table. 

" This tiresome hair has certainly been given, to us 
women as a trial of our patience," said Gabriella, 
impatiently, as, with no gentle hand, slie untwisted 
the long plait, and began combing the beautiful locks. 
But tiresome as it was to waste the precious time 
upon it, Erika had so trained her pupil to order, that 
Gubriella never went down in the morning without 
her hair being weU and neatly dressed. This time, 
however, it was done with such haste, as left the 
brightest roses in her cheeks ; and when at last the 
comb was thrown into the drawer, and the little cot* 
ton handkerchief over the neck, Ghibriella's toilet was 
completed, and with three bounds, she was down 
stairs, and in the breakfast-parlour. 

But what a sight met her there I At the windoyr, 
beside Anton, stood a stranger. He turned, and 
with an unchecked expression of joy and amazement, 
GabrieUa exclaimed, ^^Bosenbergl Captain Bosen* 
berg!" , . 

" Yes ; as I had not the pleasure of seeing Mam- 
selle Gabriella with her relations at Gothenbifrgh, I 
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iiccompanled them here for a day or two," said B.osen-» 
bei^, with his usual frankness, and pressed Grabriella^s 
hand. ' 

. Our heroine said nothing about pleasure and gra-^ 
titude for this politeness; but she blushed very 
prettily and curtsied. Rosenberg, however, did no* 
feel at all discouraged at this, as might be seen by 
his bright gaze, which he could not turn from the 
young Rose of Tistelon. 

" Don't be too vain, Ella ! " said Birger, "for the 
schooner has her share in the visit." - 

** Now, was not that a pleasant surprise ? " said 
Erika, who now, followed by Lena with the large 
coffee-pot, entered, an4 invited all to the comfortable 
well-<8pread table; 

: " Yes,, it was indeed a surprise ; but it was 
wicked of you, Erika, not to teU me." 
' " The captain ma4ie me promise to say nothing; 
He wished to see himself, if you would really be glad 
to see him again." . -. 

». Grabriella's^yesihere met Rosenberg's. What she 
saw there, causdd such a disturbance, in her hearty* 
0iat she could not find an answer, and was glad tor 
occupy herself )with the arrangements of /the break-* 
fast-table. * ; i 

- Upon the whole, Rosenberg's conduct during the 
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day, evidently showed that absence had given a 
stronger and deeper tone to his feelings. 

In the evening, Enka told Gabriella that the 
captain had made such a successful voyage, as had 
raised his spirits, and that his prospects were much 
brighter than when he was with them last. 

" I thought so. But, dear Erika, have you heard 
if he is to stay at home this autumn, or whether he 
intends making a winter voyage ? " 

*^ 1 have not heard any thing about it: perhaps 
he will say something on the subject to-morrow." * 

Not much satisfied, and quite at a loss to under-^ 
stand how Erika could be so indiflferent as not even 
to inquire, Gabriella waited impatiently for the next 
day« Jt came, and went also quietly and happily^ 
without Gabriella's having courage to ask this simply 
question herself, or through any one else. . 
. The sun was already setting, when Rosenbwg, 
who was standing with Grabriella on the pier, sud^ 
denly said, as he unmoored one of the little boats; 
*^ How pleasant it would be if I might row you a 
Aort distance?" ' • 

"Oh, that will be delightful!" exclaimed da-r 
bridla, with all her heart; and. without stopping a 
moment to thiuk, she jumped into the boat. . 

The sea was so cdlija, that scarcely a ripply curled 
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its surface ; and light as a swan, the boat flew over 
the transparent waters* ** What a contrast," said 
Eosenberg, in a low voice, ** is this evening, to that 
when I was wrecked on the rocks out there to the 
westward. Do you see those two blue points? 
There 1 fought a hard fight, and was far from sus-» 
pecting that the misfortune which deprived me of 
my all, would lead to my — greatest happiness," he 
intended to add ; but suddenly recollecting that as 
it was not yet decided, this would be saying rather 
too much, he stopped, and left Gabriella to finish the 
sentence as she pleased* 

Gabriella's modesty did not permit her to under- 
stand Bosenberg's expression: and to get rid of a 
subject which her delicacy forbade her to encourage, 
she inquired after her old acquaintance, Peter 
Lindgren. 

** Oh, he sails with me, and is in very good case. 
Next year when the schooner comes off the stocks, 
I hope that my good Peter will be one of her best 
fisulors." 

*' Ah! You think then that the Eagle will be 
ready next year? 

'* I don't doubt it ; and I intend, please God, t6 
spend the greater pert of the winter here, to acfsist 
Birger in hastening on the work." 
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" But I believed — I thought I heard that you 
were to make a wiQter voyage ? " 

*' No, I never intended that. I hope to return 
before Christmas, if God grant me life and success ; 
and to spend my Christmas at Tistelbn, if you will 
assure me of a welcome.*' 

" You are sure of that already. Captain Rosen- 
berg ; we are so lonely on our island, that — — " 

" That anybody would be welcome," interrupted 
the captain, with a smile. " But I am so bold as to 
wish to know if I, in particular, shall be welcome ? " 

*^ You must wait till Christmas to hear that," re- 
plied Grabriella, laughing. 

*^ Very well, I shall wait. But then, if Christmas 
were only come ! " 

Gabriella in h^ heart sighed for it too ; but she 
said nothing. 

By this little expedition on the water, a more 
close and easy intimacy had been established, which 
was perceptible during this evening's intercourse : 
and the evening was as long as half a day, for as 
they were not to see their friend again for a long 
time, the whole family sat up till near morning. 
Bosenberg passed all these happy hours by Ga- 
briella's side on the sofa, and at every little anecdote 
he concluded, the smile on her lip was his greatest 
triumph; and many a friendly word and allusion not 
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intended for the rest of the company, was felt by her, 
and brightened the colour on her cheek. 

At last Haraldson said, " No ; this won't do any 
longer ; it is not good for the captain* He must sleep 
now for an hour or two." 

Birger rose; Erika and Anton did the same. 
Rosenberg and Gabriella must therefore do so too ; 
but they each felt in their own minds, that they had 
celebrated their first real festival Their hearts had 
spoken, — ^words are then often superfluous. 

After the captain's departure, Grabriella was more 
cheerful, active, and industrious than even She 
talked a great deal with Erika about household 
matters, and assumed an air of such importance, 
that Erika was tempted to laugh at the dignified 
gravity of the housekeeper of sixtQcli. It also often 
happened that seeing the suppressed smile on Erika's 
lips, Gabriella herself burst out laughing, threw her 
arms round her faithful guardian's neck, and whis- 
pered, ** You may laugh too, as much as you please, 
Bika, if you think it so droll that I should wish to 
know a little about such things ; but I may b# 
married and have a house to manage like you ! " 

*^I do not laugh at your love of knowledge, dear 
Ella; it is highly praiseworthy, and will probably 
soon be of use to you : but you look all the time so 
very wise, that I cannot help thinking how, not very 
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long ago, you held a council of your dolls, and put on 
exactly the same face." 

" But I have grown out of dolls ! " said Gabriella, 
raising herself a little on tiptoe* 

** Of course ! At sixteen the thought of the bridal 
dress shuts out the last glimpse of the dear doll's 
frock!" 

Gabriella flew off. Not in vain did her heart beat 
time to Erika's theme. Long, satisfactory letters from 
Rosenberg to Birger, proved to her that the hope of 
the bridal dress was no airy dream. There was one 
letter, however, of which Gtibriella did not hear the 
conclusion. It was only after Birger and Erika had 
retired to their room, that it was again produced and 
read aloud by Birger to his wife. 

** As I am an honest man, I can wait no longer I 
If I only once set foot again on Tistelon, I shall make 
my proposals, and that without delay. I have con* 
sidered the matter sufficiently, and find I can venture 
to go so far, now that Heaven seems once more to 
smile upon me. I do not say, for all that, that mar- 
riage is immediately to follow. My own beautiful 
Gabriella can well wait two years. Ever since I was 
alone with her on the sea, the devil, — no, love, I mean, 
has made a fool of me ! I don't know whether I am 
in Heaven, on land, or water, when I once begin to 
think about her ; but you must not suppose this is the 
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end of these interesting dreams ! I see myself as 
Captain of the Eagle, standing on the deck^ in blue 
fiieze coat5 and pipe in mouth ; but don't think I look 
in the log-book, or am occupied in any such laudable 
way: no, brother, I look at something better, at 
nothing less than my own sweet wife! You wiU 
think it foolish, but if she is in love as I am, it 
would be the very deuce if she could not go to sea 
with me ! I thought when I had her with me on the 
water, she had a genius for the elemen t " 

Erika smiled — Birger smiled too : it was as good 
as al 
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CHAP. XXIV. 

FRU AENMAN TO HEB SON. 

" My dear Arve, New Year's Day. 

" A joyful Ghristmas I wish you, and a good 
new year, full of God's richest blessings, my dear son I 

** The bustle of Christmas is over. I have made 
the usual little distribution of bread amongst the 
poorest ; and now sit here in my comfortable little 
room, with a cahn mind and a happy heart. 

*^ I have two important pieces of news to announce ; 
but I must first speak a little about ourselves. The 
lieutenant is much as usual, as far as respects his 
health; but, on the other hand, his memory fails daily 
more and more. He is becoming a child again ; and 
I am very glad to have my good Josephina as a 
companion, — she knows so well how to help me in 
the art of amusing the old man. Josephina is really 
a nice ^1 ; and, if I had not taken her, it would 
have been my own loss. It was no inconvenience to 
me either ; for I had baked much more rye-bread * 

' ^ In Sweden the rye-bread for household use is baked in 
hard thin cakes twice a year. 
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the spring before, than was my custom : but so it is — 

* no one eats another's meat' 

** Between ourselves, however, I must say in con- 
fidence, that in my opinion she would be no wife for 
you ; not for want of fortune — God forgive me that 
such a worldly consideration ever came into my mind 
in such an important matter, — no, Arve, not for that ; 
but I have some little discrimination of my own, and 
have observed, that there is no real spirit in her — I 
mean that spirit which is necessary for a usefiil^ 
cheerful wife. I know you will smile now, and say, 

* Mother need not look so far forward, surely I ' 
That may be ; but if you should come to live in the 
same house with her, day after day, nobody can tell 
to what it might lead. 

*^ One can see, by the poor ^I's whole turn of 
mind, that she has been weighed down from her 
childhood. In youth, when joy and health other-^ 
wise shoot forth, her mother's deep sorrows fell upon 
her, and suffering has paled the roses of youth : this 
is no trifle. When the nund has once become dark«* 
ened, it does not generally change, but rather grows 
worse with years. 

^* If I am ever so friendly, or Annika tries ever so 
much to amuse her with her old jokes, it has no 
more efiect, than water on a duck's back. You never 
hear her laugh, and give you back a merry word, 
like any other young person. No ; she is always 
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good and kind, but grave : and sometimes she sighs 
so, that it goes to my very heart ! 

*^ ' My dear child,' I say then; * can you tell me 
Tf hy you sigh so terribly ? Has not God done all 
things well? Are you not happy here with us, my 
good Josephina ? ' 

^^ Then she sighs again, and answers, * Oh, yes I 
how should I not be happy ? With my whole soul, 
I thank God for having given me such a home : but 
I cannot help breathing heavily — it is only to get 
CUT ; for there is such an oppression on my breast.' 
Yet she does not look exactly ill, and has not been 
unwell since she came here. It is only a habit she 
got into, in the days of her misfortunes. Perhaps it 
will go off in time ; and I am sure I wish it may 
with all my heart, for groaning and moaning have 
never been to my taste. If the world goes against 
us, one must fight on, and not lose courage ; for if 
that is gone, everything is lost. 

'* So much of domestic affairs. Now for my two 
pieces of intelligence. 

" My dear child, *man proposes, and God disposes ;' 
imd He orders all for the best. You know I have 
always shown a dislike to the Tistelon family ; and 
I Cannot deny having felt it to a great degree. I 
feared you might fall in love with Haraldson's 
daughter; and that marriage would have been a 
sore heartbreak to me — not so much for my sake 
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as for your own. I feel — I am certain it would 
have caused you misery. 

** You knowj my dear Arve, that I am no weak, 
timid woman: but every one has their weakness; 
and mine, if it can be called so, is, that I believe a 
little, in the communication between other worlds 
and us sinful mortals. 

<* The night after that on which you met, many 
• years ago, when seal-shooting, the even then, famed 
Bose of Tistelon, I naturally began to think a great 
deal (from your having been with the Haraldsons) 
about your dear father and his imhappy end. I 
could not sleep, but heard constantly the waves 
splashing over the pinnace, saw Amman exert 
more than human energy, and heard, in my excited 
imagination, his death-groan. 

" This might be very natural. A wife is so inti- 
mately connected with her husband, that her senses 
can easily seize, and carry her through scenes, of which 
she has only heard. But after I had lain about two 
hours in an agony such as I never felt before, sleep 
closed my heavy eyes for a while, and then my dear 
husband appeared to me for the first time since his 
departure. I saw every feature as distinctly as 
possible ; but I was not long allowed to rejoice 
my eyes with looking at him, for he took me by 
the hand, and said, ^ E^thrina, look and weep.' 
Alarmed, I turned round ; but then a great change 
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had, taken place. You and I, sat in a boat — we 
were going to your wedding. At a turn of the 
boat, I recognised Tistelon ; and at one of the win- 
dows stood the bride : it was Haraldson's daughter ; 
but she was cold and immovable as an image of 
atone — with perfectly colourless cheeks — and she 
neither saw, nor greeted us : but I saw something 
horrible — that large drops fell from her eyes ; and 
they were not tears — but drops of blood. 

" Trembling in every limb I turned away. I saw 
your father no more ; but his voice whispered in my 
ear so distinctly that I did not know if it was a 
dream or a reality, ^ Kathrina ! that blood which you 
see, is mine.' 

" I certainly said to myself both then and now, 
that a vision in a dream, is nothing: but I was 
hardly dreaming, for I was instantly awake. How- 
ever, as it was a kind of warning from my dear 
husband, it became the greatest wish of my heart 
that Haraldson's daughter might never have any 
influence over you. Now, God in heaven be praised, 
that load has been taken off my mind, and therefore 
I can teU you all this. 

"You must know that on Christmas Day there 
was a festival at Tistelon: it was the betrothal of 
Captain Rosenberg and the Rose, — so now I can 
breathe freely ; she is now a bride : God give them 
happiness! 
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"It is said, that the brother, Birger, made a 
liberal distribution of meal to all the poor of the 
neighbourhood on Christmas-Eve. I believe it was 
half a measure to every household ; but the whole 
measure of meal, to widows and orphans. 

« Such a celebration of a happy festival, is right 
and Christian, and must call down the blessmg of 
Heaven, though it be but a small deduction from a 
heavy debt. But I will say nothing, for it is written, 
« Judge not, and ye shall not be judged : ' and should 
God call any one of us to a strict account, we would 
find a long regbter against us. At all events, as I 
said before, it was very right of him, but reflects most 
credit on his wife, who turned him to virtue and 
honour. 

" And now for my other news. God forgive me 
that I communicate ' it with a light heart, though it 
has death for its neighbour. But I will not make 
myself seem better than I am, and therefore tell you 
plainly, that I could not help feeling a sinful emotion 
of happiness, when I heard that our officer of the 
coast-guard here, who has long been ill, is now de- 
spaired of. I know, however, with certainty, that I 
should not have felt so, if Mellberghad been a wicked 
man, who stood in need of time for repentance, or 
if he left a wife and children behind him. But he 
has always been a good quiet kind of man, though 
not very fit for the place he occupied; for he was too 
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e^f, and let many things pass unnoticed. And as 
to sorrow for his loss, I don't think, as far as I know, 
that it will be felt by any one, but his housekeeper ; 
and she will soon be comforted, with what he will 
leave her. 

** You can easily imagine, my dear Arve, the con- 
clusions I draw, in the event of this death really 
taking place. 

** It is certainly not right of me to think in such a 
worldly way, when death stands at the door ; but as 
the proverb says, * When one is dead, another gets 
his bread.' 

** I hope that, if Mellberg dies, the Collector will 
keep his word like a man. And now God bless you, 
my dear child. I conclude, with much love from the 
lieutenant, Josephina, and Annika, 

" Your ever loving mother, 

*^ KA.THRINA AeNMAN. 

" P. S. I open my letter again to say that Mell- 
berg died last night. My head feels quite dizzy. 
His post will surely not be long left vacant." 
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